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TO PROFESSOR W. BANG 



to- a2--»t 



PREFACE. 



The present parallel text edition of King Henry V. is based on 
a transcript of the First and Third Quartos (Qi und Q«) and the 
1623 Folio (F,). 

The transcript was made from Mr. Praetorius' Facsimile of Qi 
and Qs and from Professor Bang's copy of Dr. Sidney Lee's Facsi- 
mile of the Chatsworth Folio (Oxford, Clarendon Press. 1902). Tho 
British Museum copies of the Quartos [Qi : [((\ 12. g. 22): Q»: 
(C. 34. k. 14)] have been collated throughout, and the printed text 
revised by Miss L. Krehs with the Bodleian copies (Qi, Q : Malone 32; 
Fi : Malone 1. Arch. F.). 

Dr. Nicholson's Reprint in Series II of the New Shakspere 
Society's Publications (Lo. 1877) has been very useful in checking 
the texts but contains a certain number of uncorrected misprints 
(st instead of ft etc.). 

Readers are requested to make the following corrections: 

p. 7: Fi: li 57: ftudie, 

p. 12: Fi: lii 33: B. Can. 

p. 13: Fi: lii 49: difhoneft 

p. 18: Qi : lii 149: comma after breach in Oxford copy. 

p. 22: Fi: lii 209: sea: 

p. 28: Fi : lii 284: u in husbands inverted in original. 

p. 30: Fi : Chorus 5: Horse; | (i: Kings, 

p. 32: Fi: Hi 8: fimple 

p. 34: Qi: Hi 61: little, 

p. 35: Qs: Hi 63 it. 

p. 38: Fi: Hi 103: firft | 106: Coporall 

p. 41: Qs: Hi 133 SD: omnea. 

p. 44: Qi: Hi! 61: Commiffioners ? 

p. 45: Qt: II ii 73: apparanco? 

p. 50: Qi : II ii 153: maieftie 



- Vttt - 



J). 53: Q.; 


; Iliii 1 SU: boy. 


p. 54: Qi: 




p. 56: Q, 


; Iliii 59: boldfalt | 65 SD: omnes. 


P. 57: Q.: 


: II iv 16: foorth, | 16: foe: | 17: France: 


p. 60: Qi: 


; II iy 79: beauen, 


p. 65: Q.: 


: II iy 141: backe 


p. 68: Pi: 


Illi 5: rtillneffe 


p. 69: Fi: 


Illi 25: blood, 


p. 73: Fi: 


Illii 93: Mynes^l oVeP 


p. 78: Fi: 


Illiv 3: Madame, 


p. 80: Qi: 


Illiy 59: arma, 


p. 87:Q.: 


Iliyi 18: how | 19: bis 


p. 91: Q.: 


Illvi 65: in 


p. 93: F.: 


Illvi 120: is the fooneft winner. • 


p. 95: Q«: 


Illvi 125: Mafters 


p. 102: Q. 


: Illvii 132: actiue 


p. 104: Fi 


: in vii 147: Oooford copy has: intellectual 


p. Ill: F« 


: IV i ()2: Oxford copy has: Pistoll 


p. 119: Qt 


: IVi 187: owne. | 190: death; | 191: fpent. 


p. 135: Fi 


: IViii 88: sent 


p. 157: F. 


: IV vii 98: Vucle 


p. 159: Qt 


: IV vii 113: Countrey-man. 



I 192: m!^(^(^ 



The Life of Henry the Fift cfo. 

Enter Prologue. 

OFor a Mufe of Fire, that would afcend [G9» 

The brightejl Heauen of Inuention: 
A Kingdome for a Stage, Princes to Act, 
And Monarchs to behold the /welling Scene. 
Then fhould the Warlike Harry, like himfelfe, 
Affunie the Port of Mars, and at his heeles 
(Lea/ht in, like Hounds) fhould Famine, Sword, and Fire 
Crouch for employment. But pardon. Gentles all: 
The flat vnrayfed Spirits, that hath dar^d, 
10 On this vnworthy Scaffold, to bring forth 
So great an Obiect. Can this Cock-Pit hold 
The vajlie fields of France? Or may we cramme 
Within thin Woodden 0, the very Caskes 
That did affright the Ay re at Agincourt? 
pardon: fince a crooked Figure may 
Atteft in little place a Million, 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

And let v.% Cyphers to this great Accomptf 

On your imaginarie Forces worke. [GD^ 

Suppofe within the Girdle of ihefe Walls 
•20 Are now confined two might ie Monarchies, 

Whofe high, vp-reared, and abtUting Fronts, 

The perillous narrow Ocean parts a/under. 

Peece out our imperfections with your thoughts: 

Into a thou/and parts diuide one Man, 

And make imaginarie Puiffance, 

Thinke when we talke of Horfes, that you fee them, 

Printing their prowd Hoofes i'th'receiuing Earth: 

For 'tis your thoughts that now mujl deck our Kings, 

Carry them here and there: lumping o're Times; 
30 Turning th'accomplifhment of many yeeres 

Into an Howte-glaffe : for the which fapplie, 

Admit me Chorus to this Historic ; 

Who Prologue-like, your humble patience pray, 

Gently to heare, kindly to iudge our Play. Exit. 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 



Actus Primus. Scoena Prima, 



Globe 
I. i. 




Enter the two Bi/hops of Canterbury and Ely. 
Bifh. Cant. 
Y Lord, lie tell you, that felfe Bill is vrg'd. 
Which in th'eleueth yere of y laft Kings reign 
Was like, and had indeed againl't vs paft, 
But that the fcambling and vnquiet time 
Did pufh it out of farther quel'tion. 
Bifh. Ely. But how my Lord fhall we refift it now ? 
Bifh. Cant. It mui't be thought on: if it paffe againl't vs, 
We loofe the better halfe of our Poffeffion: 
For all the Temporall Lands, which men deuout 
10 By Teftament haue giuen to the Church, 
Would they ftrip from vs; being valu'd thus, 
As much as would maintaine, to the Kings honor. 
Full fifteene Earles, and fifteene hundred Knights, 
Six thoufand and two hundred good Efquires: 
And to reliefe of Lazars, and weake age 



[69* 



The Life of Uenry the Fift (Fi). 
Of indigent faint Soules, palt corporall toyle, 
A hundred Almes-houles, right well fupply'd: 
And to the Goffers of the King befide, 
A thoufand pounds by th'yeere. Thus runs the Bill. 

Bifh. Ely. This would drinke deepe. 
20 Bifh. Cant. 'Twould drinke the Cup and all. 

Bifh. Ely. But what preuention ? 

Bifh. Cant. The King is full of grace, and faire re- [69^ 

gard. 

Bifh. Ely. And a true louer of the holy Church. 

Bifh. Cant. The courl'es of his youth promis'd it not. 
The breath no fooner left his Fathers body, 
But that his wildneffe, mortify'd in him, 
Seem'd to dye too: yea, at that very moment, 
Gonfideration like an Angell came, 
And whipt th'offending Adam out of him; 
30 Leauing his body as a Paradife, 

T'inuelop and containe Coleftiall Spirits. 
Neuer was fuch a fodaino Scholler made: 
Neuer came Reformation in a Flood, 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

With luch a heady currance fcowrinp faults: 

Nor neuer /Tteira-heacled WilfulneiTe 

So foone did loofe his Seat; and all at once; 

As in this Kinp^. 
Bifh. Ely. We are bleffed in the Change. 
Bifh. Cant. Heare him but real'ou in Diuinitie ; 

And all-admiring, with an inward wifh 

You would defire the King were made a Prelate : 

Heare him debate of Common-wealth Affaires; 
10 You would fay, it hath been all in all his ftudy: 

Lift his difcourfe of Warre; and you fhall heare 

A fearefull Battaile rendred you in Mufique. 

Tume him to any Caufe of Pollicy, pO» 

The Gordian Knot of it he will vnloofe. 

Familiar as his Garter: that when he fpeakes. 

The Ayre, a Charter'd Libertine, is ftill. 

And the mute Wonder lurketh in mens eares, 
60 To fteale his fweet and honyed Sentences: 

§9 X\\9i the Art and Practique part of Life, 



7%« Ufe of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Muft be the MiftrelTe to this Theorique. 

Which is a wonder how his Grace fhould gleano it, 

Since his addiction was to Oourfes vaine, 

His Companies vnletter'd, rude, and ITiallow, 

His Houres fill'd vp with Ryots, Banquets, Sports; 

And neuer noted in him any ftudie. 

Any retyrement, any fequeftration. 

From open Haunts and Popularitie. 

B, Ely. The Strawberry ^^rowes vnderneath the Nettle, 
And holefome Berryes thriue and ripen beft. 
Neigh bour'd by Fruit of bafer qualitie: 
And fo the Prince obicur'd his Contemplation 
Vnder the Veyle of Wildneffe, which (no doubt) 
Grew like the Summer Graffe, fal'teft by Night, 
Vnfeene, yet creffiue in his facultie. 

B. Cant. It muft be To; for Miracles are ceaft: 
And therefore we muft needes admit the meanes, 
How things are perfected. 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

B, Ely. But my good Lord : 
70 How now for mittigation of this Bill, 
Vrg'd by the Commons? doth his Maieftie 
Incline to it, or no? 

B. Cant. He feemes indifferent: 
Or rather fwaying more vpon our part, 
Then cherii'hing th'exhibiters againft vs: 
For I haue made an offer to his Maieftie, 
Vpon our Spirituall Conuocation, 
And in regard of Caufes now in hand, 
Which I haue open'd to his Grace at large. 
As touching France, to giue a greater Summe, 
80 Then euer at one time the Clergie yet 
Did to his Predeceffors part withall. 

B. Ely. How did this offer feeme receiu'd, my Lord? 

B, Cant. With good acceptance of his Maieftie: 
Saue that there was not time enough to heare. 
As I perceiu'd his Grace would faine haue done, 
The feueralls and vnhidden paffages 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Of his true Titles to forae certaine Dukedomes, 
And jrenerally, to the Crowne and Seat of France, 
Deriu'd from Edward^ his great (irandfather. 
90 B. Ely. What was th'impediment that hroke this off? 

B. Cant. The French Embaffador vpon that inftant 
Crau'd audience; and the howre I thinke is come, 
To giue him hearing : Is it foure a Clock ? 

B. Ely. It is. 

B. Cant. Then goe we in, to know his Embarfie: 
Which I could with a ready gueffe declare, 
Before the Frenchman I'peake a word of it. 

B. Ely. He wait vpon you, and 1 long to heare it. 

Exeunt. 

I. ii. Enter the King, Humfrey, Bedford, Clarence, 

Warunck, Westmerland, and Exeter. 
King. Where is my gracious Lord of Canterbury ? 
Exeter, Not here in preience. 
King. Send for him, good Vnckle. 
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The Chronicle Hiftorie 

of Henry the fift: with his battel fought 

at Agin Court in France. Togither with 

Auncient Pistoll (Qi). 

Globe ^ 

1. ii. Enter King Henry , Exeter , 2. Bifhaps , Clarence , and other 

Attendants. 

Exeter. 

8 Hall I call in Thambaffadors my Lie^e? 
King. Not yet my Coufin, til we be relblude 
Of Ibme ierious matters touching vs and France. 
Bi. God and his Angels guard your (acred throne, 
And make you long become it. 
King. Shure we thank you. And good my Lord proceed 
11 Why the Lawe Salicke which they haue in France, 
Or fhould or fhould not, ftop vs in our clayme : 
And God forbid my wife and learned Lord, 
That you fhould fafhion, frame, or wreft the fame. 
For God doth know how many now in health, 
Shall drop their blood in approbation, 
20 Of what your reuerence fhall incite vs too. 

Therefore take heed how you impawne our perfon. 
How you awake the fleeping fword of warre : 
We charge you in the name of God take heed. 
After this coniuration, fpeake my Lord: 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Wejlm. Shall we call in th'Ambaffador, my Liege? 

King. Not yet, my Coufin: we would be refolu'd, 
Before we heare him, of fome things of weight, 
That taske our thoughts, concerning vs and France. 

Enter two Bifhaps. [70b 

B. Cant. God and his Angels guard your facred Throne, 
And make you long become it. 
King. Sure we thanke you. 
My learned Lord, we pray you to proceed, 
10 And iuftly and religioufiy vnfold. 

Why the Law Salike, that they haue in France, 
Or fhould or fhould not barre vs in our Clayme; 
And God forbid, my deare and faithfull Lord, 
That you lliouJd fafhion, wreft, or bow your reading, 
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The Chronicle Hiftorie 

oF Henry the fi ft : with his battel I fought 

at Agin Court in France, Togither with 

Ancient JHstoll (Qa). 

Globe 

1. ii. Enter King Henry, Exeter, two Bi/hops, Clarence, 

and other Attendants. 
Exeter, 

SHall 1 call in th'Ambaffadors my Liege? 
King. Not yet my oourin, till we be refolu'd 
Of fome Terious matters touching vs and France. 
Byfh. (jod and his Angels guard your facred throne, 
And make you long become it. 

King. Sure we tlianke you; and good my Lord proceed 
11 Why the Law Salique which they haue in France, 
Or riiould or fhould not I'top in vs our claime: 
And God forbid my wife and learned Lord, 
That you fhould fafhion, frame, or wreft the fame. 
For (loil doth know how many now in health, 
Shall drop their blood, in approbation 
20 Of what your reuerence fliall incite vs too. 

Therefore take heede how you impawne our porlbn, 
How you awake the fleeping Iword of warre; 
We charge you in the name of God take heede. 
After this coniuration, fpeake my Lord: 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
Or nicely charge your vnderftanding Soule, 
With opening Titles mifcreate, whofe right 
Sutes not in natiue colours with the truth : 
For God doth know, how many now in health, 
Shall drop their blood, in approbation 
2(1 Of what your reuerence fhall incite vs to. 

Therefore take heed how you impawue our Perfou, 
How you awake our fleeping Sword of Warre; 
We charge you in the Name of God take heed: 
For neuer two fuch Kingdomes did contend, 
Without much fall of blood, whofe guiltleffe drops 
Are euery one, a Woe, a fore Complaint, 
'Gainft him, whofe wrongs giues edge vnto the Swords, 
That makes fuch wafte in briefe mortalitie. 
Vuder this Cpniuration, fpeake my Lord: 
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ii. 

30 And we will iudge, note, and beleeue in heart, 

That what you fpeake, is wafht as pure 

As fin in baptifme. Bi/h. 

Then heare me gracious foueraigne, and you peeres, [A« 

Which owe your Hues, your faith and feruices 

To this imperiall throne. 

There is no bar to ftay your highneffe claime to France 

But one, which they produce from Faramount, 

No female ihall fucceed in ialicke land, 
40 Which Ialicke land the French vniuftly gloze 

To be the realme of France: 

And Faramont the founder of this law and female barre : 

Yet their owne writers faithfully affirme 

That the land falicke lyes in Germany, 

Betweene the flouds of Sabeck and of Elme, 

Where Charles the fift hauing fubdude the Saxons, 

There left behind, and fetled certaine French, 

Who holding in difdaine the Germaine women. 

For Pome difhoneft manors of their lines, 
60 Eftablifht there this lawe. To wit. 

No female fhall fucceed in falicke land: 

Which falicke land as I faid before. 

Is at this time in Germany called Mefene: 

Thus doth it well appeare the falicke lawe 

Was not deuifed for the realme of France, 

Nor did the French poffeffe the falicke land, 

Vntill 400. one and twentie yeares 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
^0 For we will heare, note, and beleeue in heart. 

That what you fpeake, is in your Confcience wafht. 

As pure as finne with Baptifme. 

B. Cant. Then heare me gracious Soueraign, & you Peers, 

That owe your felues, your Hues, and feruices. 

To this Imperiall Throne. There is no barre 

To make againft your Highnefle Clayme to France, 

But this which they produce from Fharamond, 

In terram Salicam Mulieres ne fticcedavU, 

No W-oman fhall fucceed in Salike Land : 
40 Which Salike Land, the French vniuftly gloze 

To be the Realme of France, and Fharamond 

The founder of this Law, and Female Barre. 

Yet their owne Authors faithfully affirme, 

That the Land Salike is in Germanic, 
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I. ii. 
30 And we will iudge, note, and beleeue in heart, 

That what you fpeake, is wafht as pure 

As fin in baptifme. 
Bi/h. Then heare me gracious Soueraigne, & you Peeres, [Ae* 

Which owe your liues, your faith, and feruices 

To this imperiall Throne : 

There is no bar to ftay your highneffe claime to France, 

But one; which they produce from Faramount: 

No female fhall fucceed in Scdique Land ; 
40 Which Salique Land, the French vniuftly gloze 

To be the Realme of France, 

And Faramonnt the founder of this law and female barre. 

Yet their owne writers faithfully affirme, 

That the Land Salique lyes in Germany^ 

Betweene the floods of Sabeck and of Elnte, 

Where Charles the fift hauing fubdude the Saxons 

There left behinde, and fetled certaine French, 

Who holding in difdaine the Germane women, 

For fome difhoneft manners of their Hues, 
50 Eftablifht there this Law. To wit. 

No female fhall fucceed in Snlique Land: 

Which Salique land (as 1 haue fayd before) 

Is at this time in Germany, call'd Me/ene. 

Thus doth it well appeare, the Salique law 

Was not deuifed for 'the Realme of France : 

Nor did the French poffeffe the Salique land, 

Vntill foure hundred one and twenty yeares 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
Betweene the Flouds of Sala and of Blue: 
Where Charles the Great hauing fubdu'd the Saxons, 
There left behind and fettled certaine French : 
Who holding in difdaine the German Women, 
For fome difhonest manners of their life, 
60 Eftablifht then this Law; to wit, No Female 
Should be Inheritrix in Salike Land: 
Which Salike (as I faid) 'twixt Blue and Sala, 
Is at this day in Germanie, callM Mei/en. 
Then doth it well appeare, the Salike Law 
Was not deuifed for the Realme of France: 
Nor did the French poffefle the Salike Land, 
Vntill foure hundred one and twentie yeeres 
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I. ii. 

After the function of kinj? Faramont^ 
59 Godly fuppofed the founder of this lawe; 



69 Hugh Capet also that yfurpt the crowne. 

To fine his title with fome fhowe of truth. 

When in pure truth it was corrupt and nau^'ht: 

Conuaid himfelfe as heire to the Lady Inger^ 

Daughter to Charles, the forefaid Duke of Lorain. 

So that as cleare as is the ibmmers Sun, 

King Pippins title and Hugh Capets claiine. 

King Charles his fatisfaction all appeare, 

To hold in right and title of the female: 
90 So do the Lords of France vntil this day, 

Howbeit they would hold vp this lalick lawe 

To bar your highnelTe claiming from the female, [As 

And rather choofe to hide them in a net. 

Then amply to irabace their crooked caal'es, 

Vfurpt from you and your proiriMiitors. (claime? 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

After defunction of King Pharamond^ 

Idly fuppos'd the founder of this Law, 
60 Who died within the yeere of our Redemption, 

Foure hundred twentie fix: and Charles the (ireat 

SubduM the Saxons, and did ieat the French 

Beyond the Riuer Sala, in the yoeie 

Eight hundred fine. Befides, their Writers lay. 

King J^pin^ which depoled Childerike, 

Did as Heire Cienerall, being del'eended 

Of Blithild, which was Daughter to King Cloth air, 

Make Clayme and Title to the Crowne of France. 

Hugh Capet alfo, who vfurpt the Crowne 
70 Of Charles the Duke of Loraine, fole Eleire male [71a 

Of the true Line and Stock of Charles the Great: 

To find his Title with fome fhewes of truth. 

Though in pure truth it was corrupt and naught, 

Oonuey'd himfelfe as th'Heire to th'Lady Lingare, 

Daughter to Charlemaine^ who was the Sonne 

To Lewes the Emperour, and Lewes the Sonne 
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I. ii. 

After the function of King Faramount^ 

59 Godly fuppold the founder of this Law. 



69 Hugh Capet alio that Tfurpt the Crowne, 

To fine his Title with fome fhew of truth, 

When in pure truth it was corrupt and nought : 

Conuey'd himfelfe as heire to the Lady Inger, 

Daughter to Charles the forefayd Duke of Lorain, 

So that as cleere as is the fummers Sun, 

King Pipins Title, and Hugh Capets claime, 

King Charles his fatisfaction, all appeare 

To hold in right and title of the female: 
90 So do the Lords of France vntill this day, 

Howbeit they would hold vp this Sdlique Law 

To barre your bighneffe claiming from the female, [A« 

And rather choofe to hide them in a net, 

Then amply to embrace their crooked caufes, 

Vfurpt from you and your progenitors. 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Of Charles the Great: alfo King Lewes the Tenth, 

Who was fole Heire to the Vfurper Capet^ 

Could not keepe quiet in his confcience, 
80 Wearing the Crowne of France, 'till fatisfied. 

That faire Queene Ifahely his Grandmother, 

Was Lineall of the Lady Ermengare^ 

Daughter to Charles the foreiaid Duke of Loraine: 

By the which Marriage, the Lyne of Charles the Great 

Was re-vnited to the Crowne of France. 

So, that as cleare as is the Summers Sunne, 

King Pepins Title, and Hugh Caj.ets Clayme, 

King Lewes his fatisfaction, all appeare 

To hold in Right and Title of the Female: 
90 So doe the Kings of France vnto this day. 

Howbeit, they would hold vp this Salique Law, 

To barre your Highneffe clayming from the Female, 

And rather chufe to hide them in a Net, 

Then amply to imbarre their crooked Titles, 

Vfurpt from you and your Progenitors. 
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I. ii. 

K. May we with rip:ht A confcience make this 
Bi. The fin vpon my head dread loueraipne. 
For in the booke of Numbers is it writ, 
When the lonne dies, let the inheritance 

100 Defcend vnto the daughter. 

Noble Lord I'tand for your owne, 

Vnwinde your bloody flagge, 

Go my dread Lord to your great graunilrs graue. 

From whom you clayme : 

And your great Vncle Edward the blacko Prince, 

Who on the French ground playd a Tragedy 

Making defeat on the full power of France^ 

Whileft his moft mighty father on a hill. 

Stood fmiling to behold his Lyons wheipe, 

no Foraging blood of French Nobilitie. 
Noble Englifh that could entertaine 
With halfe their Forces the full power of France: 
And let an other halfe I'tand laughing by. 
All out of worke, and cold for action. 



The Life of Henry the Fift (F.). 
King. May I with right and confcience make this claim ? 
Bi/h. Cant. The finue vpon my head, dread Soueraigne : 
For in the Booke of Numbers is it writ. 
When the man dyes, let the Inheritance 

100 Defcend vnto the Daughter. Gracious Lord, 

Stand for your owne, vnwind your bloody Flagge, 
Looke back into your mightie Anceftors: 
Goe my dread Lord, to your great Grandfires Tombe, 
From whom you clayme; inuoke his Warlike Spirit, 
And your Great Vnckles, Edward the Black Prince, 
Who on the French ground play'd a Tragedie, 
Making defeat on the full Power of France: 
Whiles his moft mightie Father on a Hill 
Stood fmiling, to behold his Lyons Wheipe 

no Forrage in blood of French Nobilitie. 
Noble Englifh, that could entertaine 
With halfe their Forces, the full pride of France, 
And let another halfe ftand laughing by. 
All out of worke, and cold for action. 

Bi/h. Awake remembrance of these valiant dead. 
And with your puiffant Arme renew their Feats; 
You are their Heire, you fit vpon their Throne: 
The Blood and Courage that renowned them, 
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I. ii. 

K. May wo with rif,'ht and coiifcience make this claim 
Bi. The fin vpon my head dread Soueraij^ne: 

For in the booke of Numbers it is writ, 

When the fonne dyes, let the inheritance 
1(H) Del'cend vnto the daughter. 

Noble Lord, I'tand for your owne, 

Vnwinde your bloody flagge. 

Go my dread Lord to your great (irandfires grauo, 

From whom yoii clairae: 

And your great Vnckle Edward the blacke Prince, 

Who on the French ground playd a Tragedy, 

Making dofeate on the full power of France^ 

Whill't his mofi mighty father on a hill. 

Stood Cmiiing to behold his Lyons whelpe, 
110 Foraging the blood of French Nobility. 

Noble Knglifh, that could entortaine 

With halfe their forces the full power of France: 

And let another halfe ftand laughing by. 

All out of worko, and colde for action. 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Runs in your Veines: and ray thrice-puilTant Lioge 
120 Is in the very May-Morue of his Youth, 

Ripe for Exploits and mightie Euterprifes. 

Exe. Your Brother Kings and Monarchs of the Earth 

Doe all expect, that you I'hould rowl'e your I'elfe, 

As did the former Lyons of your Hlood. (might; 

Wejl. They know your (Irace hath caufe, and means, an(i 

So hath your HighncITe: neuer King of England 

Had Nobles richer, and more loyall Subiects, 

Whofe hearts haue left their bodyes here in England, 

And lye pauillion'd in the fields of France. 
i:»o Bi/h. Can. let their bodyes follow my deare Liege 

With Bloods, and Sword and Fire, to win your Right: 

In ayde whereof, we of the Spiritualtie 

Will rayle your Ilighneffe fuch a mightie Summe, 

As neuer did the Clergie at one time 

Bring in to any of your Ancel'tors. 
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I. ii. 

King. We muft not onely arme ?s again ft the French, 

But lay downe our proportion for the Scot, 

Who will make rode vpon vs with all aduantages. 
140 Bi, The Marches gracious foueraigne, fhalbe fufficient 

To guard your England from the pilfering borderers. 
King. We do not meane the courfing fneakers onely, 

But feare the mayne entendement of the Scot, 

For you fhall read, neuer my great grandfather 

Vnmaskt his power for France, 

But that the Scot on his vnfurnilht Kingdome, 
149 Came pouring like the Tide into a breach 

That England being empty of defences, 

Hath fhooke and trembled at the brute hereof. 
155 Bi. She hath bin then more feared then hurt my Lord : 

For heare her but examplified by her felfe, [At 

When all her chiualry hath bene in France 

And fhe a mourning widow of her Nobles, 

She hath her felfe not only well defended, 
160 But taken and impounded as a ftray, the king of Scots, 

Whom like a caytiffe she did leade to France^ 

Filling your Chronicles as rich with praife 

As is the owfe and bottome of the fea 

With funken wrack and fhipleffe treafurie. 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
King. We muft not onely arme t'inuade the French, [71^ 

But lay downe our proportions, to defend 

Againft the Scot, who will make roade vpon vs. 

With all aduantages. 
140 Bi/h. Can. They of thofe Marches, gracious Soueraign, 

Shall be a Wall fufficient to defend 

Our in-land from the pilfering Borderers. 

King. We do not meane the courfing fnatchers onely. 

But feare the maine intendment of the Scot, 

Who hath been ftill a j^nddy neighbour to vs.* 

For you fhall reade, that my great Grandfather 

Neuer went with his forces into France, 

But that the Scot, on his vnfurnifht Kingdome, 

Came pouring like the Tyde into a breach, 
150 With ample and brim fulneffe of his force. 

Galling the gleaned Land with hot Affayes, 

Girding with grieuous fiege, Caftles and Townes: 

That England being emptie of defence. 

Hath fhooke and trembled at tli'ill neighbourhood. 
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I ji. 

King. We muft not onely arme vs gainft the French^ 

But lay downs our proportion for the Scot, 

Who will make rode vpon vs with all aduantages. 
140 Bi. The Marches gracious foueraigne, fhalbe fufficient 

To guard your England from the pilfering borderers. 
King. We do not meane the courfing fneakers onely. 

But feare the maine entendment of the Scot: 

For you iliall read, neuer my great Grandfather 

Vnmaskt his power for France^ 

But that the Scot on his vnfumifht kingdoms, 
149 Came pouring like the tide into a breach, 

That England being empty of defences, 

Hath fhooke and trembled at the brute heereof. 
156 Bifh. She hath bin then more fear'd then hurt my Lord: 

For heare her but examplified by her felfe, [A»* 

When all her chiualry hath bene in France^ 

And fhe a mourning widdow of her Nobles, 

She hath her felfe not onely well defended, 
160 But taken and impounded (as a ftray) the King of Scoltes, 

Whom like a caytiffe fhe did leade to France^ 

Filling your Chronicles as rich with praife, 

As is the owfe and bottome of the fea. 

With funken wracke, and fhiplelTe treafurie. 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). "' 

B. Can. She hath bin the more fear'd thu harm'd, my Liege: 
For heare her but exampl'd by her felfe, 
When all her Cheualrie hath been in France, 
And fhee a mourning Widdow of her Nobles, 
Shee hath her felfe not onely well defended, 
100 Hut taken and impounded as a Stray, 

The King of Scots: whom fhee did fond to Franco, 
To fill King Edwards fame with pri loner Kings, 
And make their Chronicle as rich with prayfe, 
As is the Owfe and bottome of the Sea 
With lunken Wrack, and fum-leffc Treafuries. 
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I. ii. 

Lord, There is a faying very old and true, 
If you will France win, 
Then with Scotland firft begin: 
For once the Eagle, England being in pray, 
170 To his vnfurnifh neft the weazel Scot 

Would fuck her egs, playing the moufe in abfence of the 
To fpoyle and hauock more then fhe can eat. (cat : 

Exe. It followes then, the cat muft ftay at home, 
Yet that is but a curft neceffitie. 
Since we haue trappes to catch the petty theeues: 
Whilfte that the armed hand doth fight abroad 
The aduifed head controlles at home: 

180 For gouemment though high or lowe, being put into parts, 
Congrueth with a mutual! confent like muficke. 

Bi. True: therefore doth heauen diuide the fate of man 
in diuers functions 
Whereto is added as an ayme or but, obedience: 
For fo Hue the honey Bees, creatures that by awe 
Ordaine an act of order to a peopeld Kingdome: 

190 They haue a King and officers of fort. 

Where fome like Magiftrates correct at home : 
Others like Marchants venture trade abroad: 
Others like fouldiers armed in their ftings, 
Make boote vpon the fommers veluet bud : 
Which pillage they with mery march bring home 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
Bi/h. Ely. But there's a faying very old and true. 

If that you will France win., then with Scotland first hegia. 

For once the Eagle (England) being in prey, 
170 To her vnguarded Neft, the Weazell (Scot) 

Comes fneaking, and fo fucks her Princely Egges, 

Playing the Moufe in abfence of the Cat, 

To tame and hauocke more then fhe can eate. 

Exet. It followes then, the Cat muft ftay at home, 

Yet that 'is but a crufh'd necefsity, 

Since we haue lockes to fafegard neceffaries, 

And pretty traps to catch the petty theeues. 

While that the Armed hand doth fight abroad, 

Th'aduifed head defends it felfe at home: 
180 For Gouemment, though high, and low, and lower. 

Put into parts, doth keepe in one confent, 

Congreeing in a full and natural clofe, 

Like Muficke. 
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I. ii. 

Lord. There is a faying very old and true. 

If you will France win, 

Then with Scotland firft begin; 

For once the Eagle England being in pray, 
170 To his vnfurnifht Neft the weazle Scot 

Would fucke her Egges, 

Playing the Moufe in abfence of the Cat, 

To fpoyle and hauocke more then fhe can eat. 

Exe, It foil owes then, the Cat muft ftay at home, 

Yet that is but a curft neceffity, 

Since we haue traps to catch the petty theeues: 

VVhilft that the armed hand doth fight abroad, 

The aduifed head controlles at home: 
180 For gouemment though high or low, being put in parts, 

Congrueth with a mutuall confent like muficke. 
Bifh. True, therefore doth heauen 

Diuide the fate of man in diuers functions: 

Whereto is added as an ayme or But, Obedience: 

For fo Hue the hony bees, creatures that by awe 

Ordaine an act of order to a peopled Kingdome. 
190 They haue a King, and Officers of fort; 

Where fome like Magistrates correct at home: 

Others, like Merchants venture Trade abroad : 

Others, like foldiours armed in their ftings. 

Make boot vpon the fommers Veluet bud : 

Which pillage they with merry march bring home 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
Cant. Therefore doth heauen diuide 
The ftate of man in diuers functions. 
Setting endeuour in continual motion : 
To which is fixed as an ayme or butt. 
Obedience : for fo worke the Hony Bees, 
Creatures that by a rule in Nature teach 
The Act of Order to a peopled Kingdome. 
190 They haue a King, and Officers of forts, 
Where fome like Magiftrates correct at home: 
Others, like Merchants venter Trade abroad : 
Others, like Souldiers armed in their ftings, 
Make boote vpon the Summers Veluet buddes: 
Which pillage, they with merry march bring home 
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I. ii. 

To the tent royall of their Emperour, 

Who hulled iu his maiertie, hehold 

The llnfrinf^ malbus huildin^r roofes of ^old : 
109 The ciueli citizens lading' vp the honey, [A4 

The fad eyde lul'tice with his furly humme, 

Deiiuerin^ vp to executors pale, the lazy canin^r Drone. 

This 1 infer, that 20. actions once a foote, 

May all end in one moment. 

As many Arrowes lofed feuerall wayos, flye to one marke: 

As many feuerall wayes moete in one towne: 

As many frelli ftreames run in one felfe fea; 
•210 As many lines clofe in the dyall center: 

So may a thoufand actions once a foote, 

End in one moment, and be all well borne without defect. 

Therefore my Liege to France^ 

Diuide your happy England into foure, 

Of which take you one (|uarter into France. 

And you withall, fhall make all Gallia Ihake. 

If we with thrice that power left at home. 

Cannot defend our owue doore from the dogge. 

Let vs be beaten, and from henceforth lole 
•220 The name of pollicy and hardinel'ie. 

Ki. Call in the meffenger lent fro the Dolphin, 

And by your ayde, the noble Imewes of our land, 

France being ours, weele bring it to our awe. 

Or breake it all in peeces: 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

To the Tent-royal of their Emperor: 

Who bufied in his Maiefties furueyes 

The finging Mafons building roofes of Gold, 

The ciuil Citizens kneading vp the hony; 
200 The poore Mechanicke Porters, crowding in 

Their heauy burthens at his narrow gate: 

The Tad-ey'd lul'tice with his lurly humme, [72» 

Deliuering ore to Executors pale 

The lazie yawning Drone: I this inferre, 

That many things hauing full reference 

To one confent, may worke contrarioufly, 

As many Arrowes loofed feuerall wayes 

Come to one marke: as many wayes meet in one towne. 

As many frefli ftreames meet in one fait lea : 
210 As many Lynes clofe in the Dials center : 

So may a thoufand actions once a foote, 

And in one purpofe, and be all well borne 
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I. ii. 

To the Tent-royall of their Emperor; 

Wl^o bufied in his maiefty, behold 

The finging Mafons building roofes of Gold, [A* 

199 The ciuill Citizens lading vp the hony, 

The fad-ey'd luftice with his furly humrne, 

Deliuering vp to executors pale, the lazie caning drone, 

This 1 inferre, that twenty actions once a foote, 

May all end in one moment. 

As many arrowes lofed feuerall wayes, fly to one raarke: 

As many feuerall wayes meete in one Towne: 

As many frefh ftreames run in one felfe-fea: 
210 As many lines clofe in the diall center; 

So may a thoufand actions once a foote, 

End in one moment, and be all well born without defect. 

Therefore my Liege to France, 

Diuide your happy England into foure, 

Of which take you one quarter into France, 

And you withall, fhall make all Gallia fhake. 

If we with thrice that power left at home, 

Cannot defend our owno doore from the dogge. 

Let vs be beaten, and from henceforth lofe 
•220 The name of policy and hardineffe. 

Kin. Call in the meffenger fent from the Dolphin, 

And by your ayde, the noble imnewes of our Land, 

France being ours, weel bring it to our awe. 

Or breake it all in peeces: 



I%« Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
Without defeat. Therefore to France, my Liege, 
Diuide your happy England into foure. 
Whereof, take you one quarter into France, 
And you withall fhall make all Gallia fhake. 
If we with thrice fuch powers left at homo. 
Cannot defend our owne doores from the dogge. 
Let vs be worried, and our Nation lofe 
220 The name of hardineffe and policie. 

King. Call in the Meffengers fent from the Dolphin. 
Now are we well refolu'd, and by Gods helpe 
And yours, the noble finewes of our power, 
France being ours, wee'l bend it to our Awe, 
Or breake it all to peeces. Or there wee'l lit, 
(Ruling in large and ample Emperie, 
Ore France, and all her (almoft) Kingly Dukedomes) 
Or lay thefe bones in an vnworthy Vrne, 
Tomblelfe, with no remembrance ouer them: 
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I. ii. 
•239 Eyther our Cliionicles fhal with full mouth fpeak 
Freely of our acts, 
Or elfe like toon»,deffe mutes 
Not worfhipt with a paper Epitaph: 

Enter Thamba/fadors from France. 
Now are we well prepared to know the Dolphins pleafure, 
For we heare your comminpf is from him. 

Amhaffa. Pleafeth your Maieftie to giue vs leaue 
Freely to render what we haue in charge: 
Or fhall I fparingly fhew a farre off, 
240 The Dolphins pleafure and our Embaffa^^e? 

Y^ing. We are no tyrant, but a Chriftian King, 
To whom our fpirit is as fubiect. 
As are our wretches fettered in our prifons. 

Therefore freely and with vncurbed boldnelTe [A* 

Tell vs the Dolphins minde. 

Amhaf, Then this in fine the Dolphin faith, 
Whereas you clayme certaine Townes in France^ 
248 From your predeceffor king Edward the third. 
This he returnes. 

He faith, theres nought in France that can be with a nimble 
Galliard wonne: you cannot reuel into Dukedomes there: 

Therefore he fendeth meeter for your ftudy, 
This tunne of treafure: and in lieu of this, 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
230 Either our Hiftory fhall with full mouth 
Speake freely of our Acts, or elfe our graue 
Like Turkifh mute, fhall haue a tongueleffe mouth, 
Not worfhipt with a waxen Epitaph. 

Enter Amhaffadors of France. 
Now are we well prepar'd to know the pleafure 
Of our faire Cofin Dolphin: for we heare, 
Your greeting is from him, not from the King. 

Amh. May't please your Maiestie to giue vs leaue 
Freely to render what we haue in charge: 
Or fhall we fparingly fhew you farre off 
240 The Dolphins meaning, and our Embafsie. 

King. ^ We are no Tyrant, but a Chriftian King, 
Vnto whofe grace our pafsion is as fubiect 
As is our wretches fettred in our prifons, 
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I. ii. 

230 Either our Chronicles fhall with full mouth fpeake 
Freely of our acts, or elfe like tongueleffe mutes, 
Not worfhipt with a paper Epitaph : 



Enter the Atnbaffadbrs from France. 

Now are we well prepard to know the Dolphins pleafure 
For we heare your comming is from him. 

Amhaf. Pleafeth your Maiefty to giue vs leaue 
Freely to render what we haue in charge, 
Or fhall I fparingly fhew a farre off, 
240 The Dolphins pleafure, and our Embaffage? 

King. We are no tyrant, but a Chriftian King, 
To whom our fpirit is as fubiect. 
As are our wretches fettered in our prifons. 

Therefore freely, and with vncurbed boldneffe [Ai 

Tell vs the Dolphins minde. 

Anibaf. Then this in fine the Dolphin faith. 
Whereas you claime certaine Townes in France, 
248 From your predeceffor King Edward the third, 
This he returnes: 
He faith, there's nought in France, 
That can be with a nimble Galliard wonne, 
You cannot reuell into Dukedomes there: 
Therefore he fendeth meeter for your ftudie 
This tun of treafure : and in lieu of this. 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
Therefore with franke and with vncurbed plainneffe, 
Ti^ll vs the Dolphins minde. 
Amb. Thus than in few: 
Your Highneffe lately fending into France, 
Did claime fome certaine Dukedomes, in the right 
Of your great Predeceffor, King Edward the third. 
In anl'wcr of which claime, the Prince our Mafter 
250 Sayes, that you fauour too much of your youth, 
And bids you be aduis'd : There's nought in France, 
That can be with a nimble Galliard wonne : 
You cannot reuell into Dukedomes there. 
He therefore fends you meeter for your fpirit 
This Tun of Treafure; and in lieu of this, 
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I. ii. 

Defires to let the Dukedonies that you craue 
Heare no more from you : This the Dolphiu faith. 
King, What treafure Vncle? 
Exe. Tennis balles my Liege. 

King, We are glad the Dolphin is fo pleafaut with vs, 
260 Your meffage and his preleift we accept: 

When we haue matched our rackets to thefe balles, 

We will by Gods grace play such a fet. 

Shall ftrike his fathers crowne into the hazard. 

Tell him he hath made a match with luch a wrangler. 

That all the Courts of France fhall be dil'turbd with chafes. 

And we vnderftand him well, how he comes ore vs 

With our wilder dayes, not meafuring what vfe wo made 

of them. 
We neuer valued this poore feate of England. 
270 And therefore gaue our felues to barbarous licence: 

As tis common feene that men are merrieft when they are 

from home. 
But tell the Dolphin we will keepe our ftate. 
He like a King, mightie and commauud. 
When we do rowfe vs in throne of France: 
Forthis haue we laid by our Maieftie 
And plodded lide a man for working dayes. 
But we will rife there with fo full of glory, 
That we will dazell all the eyes of France^ 
280 I ftrike the Dolphin blinde to looke on vs. (Itones, 

And tell him this, his mock hath turnd his balles to gun 



The Life of Henry the Fift (^^). 
Delires you let the dukedomes that you claime 
Heare no more of you. This the Dolphin Ipeakes. 

King. What Treafure Vncle ? 

Exe. Tennis balles, my Liege. 

Kin, We are glad the Dolphin is ib pleafant with vs, 
260 His Prefent, and your paines we thanke you for: 
When we haue matcht our Rackets to thefe Balles, 
We will in France (by Gods grace) play a fet, 
Shall ftrike his fathers Crowne into the hazard. 
Tell him, he hath made a match with fuch a Wrangler, 
That all the Courts of France will be difturbM [72^ 

With Chaces. And we vnderstand him well. 
How he comes o're vs with our wilder dayes, 
Not meafuring what vfe we made of them. 
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I. ii. 

Defires to let the Dukedoines that you craue 

Heare no more from you. This the Dolphin faith. 
King. What treafure Vnckle? 
Exe. Tennis balles my Liege. 

King. Wee are glad the Dolphin is fo pleafant with vs, 
260 Your meffage, and his prefent we accept. 

When we haue matcht our Rackets to thefe balles, 

We wil by Gods grace play him fuch a fet, 

Shal ftrike his fathers Crowne into the hazard. 

Tell him he hath made a match with fuch a wrangler, 

That all the courts of Prance fhalbe difturbd with chafes. 

And we vnderftand him well, how he comes ore vs 

With our wilder daies. 

Not meafuring what vfe we made of them. 

We neuer valew'd this poore feate of England, 
270 And therefore gaue our felues to barbarous Licenfe, 

As tis common feene, 

That men are merrieft when they are from home. 

But tell the Dolphin we will keepe our ftate. 

Be like a King, mighty, and command. 

When we do rowfe vs in the Throne of France. 

For this we haue layd by our Maiefty, 

And plodded like a man for working dayes. 

But we will rife therewith fo full of glory, 

That we will dazle all the eyes of France, 
280 I ftrike the Dolphin blinde to looke on vs, 

And tell him this, [Bi 

His mocke hath turn'd his balles to gun-ftones, 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

We neuer valew'd this poore feate of England, 
270 And therefore liuing hence, did giue our felfe 

To barbarous licenfe : As 'tis euer common, 

That men are merrieft, when they are from home. 

But tell the Dolphin, I will keepe my State, 

Be like a King, and fhew my I'ayle of Greatneffe, 

When I do rowfe me in my Throne of France. 

For that I haue layd by my Maieftie, 

And plodded like a man for working dayes: 

But I will rife there with fo full a glorie. 

That I will dazle all the eyes of France, 
280 Yea Itrike the Dolphin blinde to looke on vs, 

And tell the pleafant Prince, this Mocke of his 

Hath turn'd his balles to Gun-ftones, and his foule . 
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I. ii. 

And his foule fhall fit fore charged for the waftfull [Bi 

(vengeaiic«» 
That Ihall flye from them. For this his mocke 
Shall mocke many a wife out of their deare husbands. 
Mocke mothers from their fonnes, mocke Gal'tles downe, 
I forae are yet vngotten and vnborne, 
That fhall haue caufe to curfe the Dolphins fcorne. 
290 Hut this lyes all within the will of God , to whom we doo 

(appeale, 
And in whofe name tel you the Dolphin we are coming on 
To venge vs as we may, and to put forth our hand 
In a rightfull caufe: fo get you hence, and tell your Prince, 
His left will fauour but of fhallow wit. 
When thoufands weepe, more then did laugh at it. 
Conuey them with fafe conduct : fee them hence. 
Kxe. This was a merry meffage. 
299 Kifig. We hope to make the fender blufh at it; 

Therfore let our collectio for the wars be foone prouided : 
For God before, weell check the Dolphin at his fathers 

(doore. 
Therefore let euery man now taske his thought, 
310 That this faire action may on foote be brought. 

Exeunt onmes. 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
Shall ftand fore charged, for the waftefull vengeance 
That fhall flye with them : for many a thoufand widows 
Shall this his Mocke, mocke out of their deer husbands; 
Mocke mothers from their fonnes, mock Caftles downe : 
And fome are yet vngotten and vnborne. 
That fhall haue caufe to curfe the Dolphins fcorne. 
But this lyes all within the wil of God, 
290 To whom I do appeale, and in whofe name 
Tel you the Dolphin, I am comming on. 
To venge me as I may, and to put forth 
My rightfull hand in a wel-hallow'd caufe. 
So get you hence in peace: And tell the Dolphin^ 
His left will fauour but of fhallow wit. 
When thoufands weepe more then did laugh at it. 
Conuey them with fafe conduct. Fare you well. 
Exeunt Ambaffadors, 

Exe, This was a merry Meffage. 
King, We hope to make the Sender blufh at it: 
300 Therefore, my Lords, omit no happy howre. 
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And his foule fhall fit fore charged, for the waftfull 

Vengeance that fhall flye from them, 

For this his mocke. 

Shall mocke many a wife out of their deare husbands, 

Mocke mothers from their fonnes, mocke Caftles down. 

I, fome are yet vngotten and vnborne, 

That fhall haue caufe to curfe the Dolphins Icorno. 

But this lies all within the will of God, 

290 To whom we do appeale : and in whofe name, 
Tell you the Dolphin we are comming on. 
To venge vs as we may, and to put forth our hand 
In a right caufe: lb get you hence, and tell your Prince, 
His left will fauour but of fhallow wit. 
When thoufands weepe more then did laugh at it. 
Conuey them with fafe conduct; fee them hence. 
Exe. This was a merry meffage. 

299 King. We hope to make the fender blufh at it: 

Therfore let our collection for the wars be foon prouided 
For God before, weel check the Dolphin at his fathers 
Doore; therefore let euery man now taske his thought, 

310 That this faire action may on foote be brought. 

Exeunt omnes. 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
That may giue furth'rance to our Expedition : 
For we haue now no thought in vs but France, 
Saue thofe to God, that runne before our bufineffe. 
Therefore let our proportions for thefe Warros 
Be foone collected, and all things thought vpon. 
That may with reafonable fwiftneffe adde 
More Feathers to our Wings : for God before, 
Wee'le chide this Dolphin at his fathers doore. 
Therefore let euery man now taske his thought, 
310 That this fairn Action may on foot be brought. Exeunt. 
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The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
II. Flourifh, Enter Chorus. 

Now all the Youth of En^i^land are on fire, 
And filken Dalliance in the Wardrobe lyes: 
Now thriue the Armorers, and Honors thou^^ht 
Reignes folely in the breaft of euery man. 
They fell the Pafture now, to buy the Ilorfe; 
Followinpf the Mirror of all Ohriftian Kings. 
With winged heeles, as Knglifh Mercuries. 
For now fits Expectation in the Ay re. 
And hides a Sword, from Hilts vnto the Point, 
10 With Crownes Imperiall, Crownes and Coronets, 
Promis'd to Harry, and his followers. 
The French aduis'd by good intelligence 
Of this moft dreadfull preparation. 
Shake in their feare, and with pale Pollicy 
Seeks to diucrt the Englifh purpofes. 
England : Modell to thy inward Greatneffe, 
Like little Body with a mightie Heart: 

What mightft thou do, that honour would thee do, [73a 

Were all thy children kinde and naturall: 
20 But fee, thy fault France hath in thee found out. 



W 
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II. The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

A neft of hollow bofomes, which he filles 
With treacherous Crownes, and three corrupted men: 
One, Richard Earle of Cambridge, and the fecond 
Henry Lord Scroope of Ma/ham, and the third 
Sir Thomas Grey Knight of Northumberland, 
Haue for the Gilt of France (0 guilt indeed) 
Confirm'd Confpiracy with fearefull France, 
And by their hands, this grace of Kings muft dye. 
If Hell and Treafon hold their promiles, 

30 Ere he take fhip for France; and in Southampton. 
Linger your patience on, and wee'l digeft 
Th'abufe of diftance; force a play: 
The fumme is payde, the Traitors are agreed, 
The King is fet from London, and the Scene 
Is now tranfported (Gentles) to Southampton, 
There is the Play-houfe now, there muft you fit, 
And thence to France shall we conuey you lafe, 
And bring you backe: Charming the narrow feas 
To giue you gentle Paffe: for if we may, 

40 Wee'l not offend one I'tomacke with our Play. 
But till the King come forth , and not till then, 
Vnto Southampton do we fhift our Scene. Exit. 
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II. i. 

Enter Nim and Bardolfe. 

Bar. Godmorrow Corporal 1 Nim. 

Nim. Godmorrow Lieftenaut Bardolfe. 

Bar. What is antient Pistoll and thee friends yet? 

Nim. I cannot tell, things muft be as they may: 
I dare not fight, but I will winke and hold out mine Iron: 
It is a fimple one, but what tho; it will i'erue to tofte cheel'e. 
10 And it will endure cold as an other mans fword will, 

And theres the humor of it. 
20 Bar. Y faith miftrei'i'e quickly did thee great wrong, 
For thou weart troth plight to her. 

Nim, 1 muft do as I may, tho patience be a tyred mare; ' [Bi 
Yet fheel plod, and ibme fay kniues haue edges. 
And men may fleepe and haue their throtes about them 
At that time, and there is the humour of it. 

Bar. Come yfaith. He beftow a breakfai't to make Pifloll 
And thee friendes. What a plague i'hould we carrie kniues 
To cut our owne throates. 

Nim. Y faith lie liue as long as I may, thats the certaine of it. 
And when I cannot liue any longer, lie do as 1 may, 
And theres my reft, and the randeuous of it. 

Enter Piftoll and Uojles Quickly^ his wife. 
Bar. Godmorrow ancient Fistoll. 
Here comes ancient Pistoll^ 1 prithee Nim be quiet. 
30 Nim. How do you my Hofte? 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
II. i. Enter Corporall Nym, and Lieutenant Bardolfe. 

Bar. Well met Corporall Nym. 

Nym. Good morrow Lieutenant Bardolfe. 

Bar. What, are Ancient Piftoll and you friends yet? 

Nym. For my part, I care not: I (ay little: but when 
time fhall ferue, there fhall be fmiles, but that fhall be as 
it may. I dare not fight, but I will winke and holde out 
mine yron: it is a simple one, but what though? It will 
tofte Cheefe , and it will endure cold , as another mans 
10 fword will: and there's an end. 

Bar. I will beltow a breakfaft to make you friendes, 
and wee'l bee all three fworne brothers to France: Left 
be fo good Corporall Nym. 

Nym, Faith, I will liue (o long as 1 may, that's the cer- 
taine of it : and when I cannot liue any longer, I will doe 
as I may : That is my reft, that is the rendeuous of it. 
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Enter Nim and Bardolfe. 
Bar. Good morrow Corporal 1 Nim, 
Nim. Good morrow Lieutenant Bardolfe. 
Bar. What, is Ancient Pi/loll and thee friends yet? 
Nim. I cannot tell, things muft be as they may ; 
I dare not fight, but I will winke and hold out mine Iron, 
Tis a fimple one, but what tho; twil I'erue to tofte cheefe, 
10 And it will endure cold as another mans fword will, 

And theres the humour of it. 
20 Bar. Ifaith Miftreffe Quickly did thee great wrong, 
For thou wert troth-plight to her. 

Nim. I muft do as I may, tho patience be a tired mare, [Bi* 
Yet fheel plod, and Ibme fay kniues haue edges. 
And men may fleepe and haue their throates about them 
At that time, and there's the humor of it. 

Bar. Come ifaith. He beftow a breakfaft to make Piftdll 
and thee friends. What a plague fhould we carry kniues 
to cut our owne throates. 

Nim. Ifaith ile Hue as long as I may, thaf s the certaine of 
it. And when I cannot Hue any longer, lie do as I may. 
And there's my reft, and the randeuous of it. 

Enter Pistoll^ and Hostes Quickly his wife. 
Bar. Good morrow ancient Pistcil. 
hecre comes ancient PistoH^ I prethee Nim be quiet. 
30 Nim. How do you my hoft? 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
•io Bar. it is certaine Corporall, that he is marryed to 

Nell Quickly, and certainly fhe did you wrong, for you 
were troth-plight to her. 

Nym. I cannot tell. Things muft be as they may: men 
may fleepe, and they may haue their throats about them 
at that time, and fome fay, kniues haue edges: it muft 
be as it may, though patience be a tyred name, yet fhee 
will plodde, there muft be Conclufions, well, I cannot 

tell. 

Enter Pi/toll, <S; Quickly. 

Bar. Heere comes Ancient Pijloll and his wife : good 
30 Corporall be patient heere. How now mine Hoafte Pi- 
ftoa^i 
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Fist. Bafe flauo, callelt thou me horte? 
Now by gads lunges I Iweare, I I'corne tlie title. 
Nor fhall my Nell keepe lodging. 
Hoft. No by my troath not I, 
For wc canot bed nor boord half a I'core honel't getlewomr 
That Hue honel'tly by the prick of their needle. 
But it is thought ftraight we keepe a liawdy-houl'e. 
Lord heeres Corporall Nims, now Ihall 
40 We haue wilful adultry and murther committed: 
(iood Corporall Nim fhew the valour of a man. 
And put vp your fword. 
Nim. PufJi. 

Pift. What dol't thou pufh, thou prickeard cur of Iloland? 
Nim. Will you Hiog off? I would haue you Iblus. 
49 Pist. Solus egregious dojr, that folus in thy throte. 
And in thy luugs, and which is worle, within 
Thy meffuU mouth, I do retort that lohus in thy 
Bowels, and in thy law, perdie: for I can talke. 
And PistdUs flafhing firy cock is vp. 

Nim. I am not Barba/om, you cannot coniure me; 
I haue an humour Pistoll to knock you indifferently well, 
«o And you fall foule with me Pistoll, He icoure you with my 

Rapier in faire termes. If you will walke off a little. fB« 

He prick your guts a litle in good termes. 
And theres the humour of it. 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Fiji. Bafe Tyke, cal'ft thou mee Hofte, now by this 
hand I fweare I I'corne the terme : nor fhall my Nel keep 
Lodgers. 

Hoji. No by my troth, not long: For we cannot lodge 
and board a dozen or fourteene (ientlewomen that Hue 
honeftly by the pricke of their Needles, but it will bee 
thought we keepe a Bawdy- houle ftraight. welliday 
Lady, if he be not hewne now, we fliall fee wilful adulte- 
40 ry and murther committed. 

Bar. (lOod Lieutenant, good Corporal offer nothing 
heere. Nym. Pifh. 

Fiji. Pifh for thee, Ifland dogge: thou prickeard cur [78b 
of Ifland. 

Ho/l. Good Corporall Nym fhew thy valor, and put 
vp your fword. 

Nym. Will you fl ogge off? 1 would haue you folus. 
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PM. Bafe flaue, calleft thou me hoft? 
Now by ^'ads lu^'^es I Iweare, I Icorne the title. 
Nor Thai I my Nell keopo lod^nn^. 

Ho/l. No by my troth not I, 
For we cannot bed nor boord halfe a I'core gentlewomen 
That line honeftly by the pricke of their needle, 
Uiit it is tijought ftraij^ht we keepe a bawdy-houfe. 

Lord, lieoro's (-orporall Nim, now fhall 

40 We haue wilfull adultery and murther committed; 

(iood ("orporall Nim fhew the valour of a man, 

And put vp your I'word. Nim. Pufh. 

Pijl. What, doft thou pufh, thou prickeard cur of Ifeland 
Nim. Will you Hiot? off? I >vould haue you folus. 
4u Pist. Solus, e/,'refrious dojr, that folus in thy throate, 

And in thy lunps, and which is worfe. within 

Thy mesfull mouth, 1 do retort that folus 

In thy bowels, and in thy law perdie; for I can talke. 

And Pistols flafhinfr ticry cocke is vp. 

Nim. I am not Barhafom, you cannot coniure me; 

1 haue an humor Pijloll to knocke you indifferently well. 
And you fall foule with me IHftoll^ 

•10 lie fcoure you with my Rapier in faire tearmes. 

If you will waike off a little, [Hg 

lie pricke your «(uts a little in good termes. 
And there's the humor of is. 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Ki). 

Pijl. Solus, ejrregious doj,'? Viper vile; The folus 
in thy moft meruailous face, the folus in thy teeth, and 
in thy throate, and in thy hatefull Lunpfs, yea in thy Maw 
perdy ; and which is worfe, within thy naftie mouth. I 
do retort the folus in thy bowels, for I cafi take, and IH- 
Jfols cocke is vp. and flafhinj; fire will follow. 

Nyni. I am not Barbafon, you cannot coniure mee: I 
haue an humor to knocke you indifferently well : If you 
ffrow fowie with me Piftoll, I will fcoure you with my 
llapier, as 1 inay, in fayre tearmes. If you would walke 
off. I would pricke your /i^iits a little in j?ood tearmes, as 
I may, and that's the humor of it. 



3» 
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II. i. 

Pijl. braggard vile, and damned furious wight. 
The Graue doth gape, and groaning 
Death is neare, therefore exall. 

They drawe. 
Bar. Heare me, he that ftrikes the firl't blow, 
He kill him, as I am a fouldier. 
70 Pist. An oath of mickle might, and fury I'hall al)ate. 

Nim. He cut your throat at one timo or an other in fa ire 
And theres the humor of it. (termes, 

Piet. Couple gorge is the word, 1 thee defie agen: 
A damned hound, thinkft thou my fpoufe to get? 
No, to the powdering tub of infamy, 
80 Fetch forth the lazar kite of Crefides kinde, 
Doll Tear-fheete, fhe by name, and her efpowie 
I haue, and I will hold, the quandom quickly, 
For the onely The and Paco, there it is inough. 

EnUr the Boy. 
Boy. Hoftes you muft come ftraight to my maifter, 
And you Hoft Pistoll. Good Bardolfe 
Put thy nofe betweene the fheetes, and do the office of a 

(warming pan. 
92 Host. By my troath heele yeeld the crow a pudding one 

(of these dayes. 
He go to him, husband youle come ? 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

PiJl. Braggard vile, and damned furious wight. 
The Graue doth gape, and doting death is neere, 
Therefore exhale. 

Bar. Heare me, heare me what 1 lay: Hee that ftrikes 
the firft ftroake, He run him vp to the hilts, as I am a fol- 
dier. 
70 Pijl. An oath of mickle might, and fury fhall abate. 

Giue me thy fift, thy fore-foote to me giue: Thy fpirites 
are molt tall. 

Nym. I will cut thy throate one time or other in faire 
termes, that is the humor of it. 

Pi/toll. Couple a gorgey that is the word. I defie thee a- 
gaine. hound of Greet, think'ft thou my fpoufe to get? 
No, to the fpittle goe, and from the Poudring tub of in- 
famy, fetch forth the Lazar Kite of Creffids kinde, Ddl 
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PiJ't, bra^fjs^ard vile, and damned furious wight. 
The graue doth gape, and groaning death is neere. 
Therefore exall. 'They draw. 



Bar. Heare me, he that Ttrikes the firl't blow, 
He kill him, as I am a Souldier. 
70 Pift. An oath of mickle might, and fury fhail abate. 
Nim. He cut your throat at one time or another 
In faire termes : and there's the humor of it. 

Fift. Couple gorge is the word, I thee defie agen : 
A damned hound, thinkl't thou my Ipoufe to get? 
No, to the powdering tub of infamy, 
80 pVtch foorth the lazar kite of CrelidcK kiude, 

Doll Tear-fhoete, The [>y name, and her efpowl'e 
~ I haue, and 1 will hold, the quandom quickly. 
For the onely The and Paco, there it is enough. 

Enter the Boy. 
Boy. Hoites, you mult come I'traight to my Mal'ter, 
And you hol't Piftoll. 

(iood Bardoffe put thy nole botweeue the fheetos. 
And do the office of a warning pan. 
92 Hoft. By my troth hee'l yeeld the Crow a pudding one of 
these dayes. 
He go to him, husband you'l come? 
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80 Teare-fhefte^ The by name, and her efpoule. I haue, and I 
will hold the Quondam Quickely for the onely Hiee: and 
Pauca, there's enough to go to. 

Enter the Boy. 
Boy. Mine Hoai't IHJioll ^ you muft come to my May- 
I'ter, and your Hoi'teiTe: He is very ficke, & would to bed. 
(iood Bardolfe, put thy face betweene his Theets, and do 
the Office of a Warming-pan : Faith, he's very ill. 
90 Bard. Away you Rogue. 

Hojl. By my troth he'l yoeld the Crow a pudding one 
of thefe dayes: the King has kild his heart. Good Huf- 
bfind come home prelently. Exit 
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II. i. 

Bar. Como Pistoll l>e friends. 
Nim prithee 1)6 friends, and if thou wilt nut be 
Enemies with me too. 
Ni. I fhal haue my eight fhillings I woon of you at beatiuj;? 
100 Pijl. Bale is the flaue that payes. 

Nim. That now 1 will haue, and theres the humor of it. 
Pijl. As manhood fhall compound. They draw. 

Bar. He that ftrikes the firft blow. 
He kill him by this fword. 

PiJl. Sword is an oath, and oathes muft liaue their courli'. 
110 Nim. I fhall haue my eight fhillings I wonne of you at [K«* 

beating ? 
Pift. A noble fhalt thou haue, and readie pay, 
And liquor likewife will I giue to thee. 
And friendfhip fhall combind and brotherhood: 
He Hue by Nim as Nim fhall liue by me; 
Is not this iuft? for I fhall Sutler be 
Vnto the Campe, and protit will occruc. 
Nim. I fhall haue my noble f^ 
120 Fiji. In cafh moft truly paid. 

Nim. Why theres the humour of it. 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Bar. Come, fhall I make you two friends. Wee mul't 
to France together: why the diuel fhould we keep kniues 
to cut one anothers throats? 

PiJl. Let floods ore-fwell, and fiends for food howle 
on. 

Nym. You'l pay me the eight fhillings I won of you 
at Betting? 
100 PiJl. Hafe is the Slaue that payes. 

Nym. That now I wil haue: that's the humor of it. 

PiJl. As manhood fhal compound: pufh home. Draw 

Bard. By this fword, hee that makes the first thruft. 
He kill him: By this fword, I wil. 

Pi. Sword is an Oath, & Oaths muft haue their courfe 

Bar. Oorporall Nym, & thou wilt l)e friends be frends, 
and thou wilt not, why then be enemies with me to : pre- 
thee put vp. 
112 PiJl. A Noble fhalt thou haue, and prefent pay, and 

Liquor likewife will I giue to thee, and friendfhippe 
fhall combyne, and brotherhood. lie liue by Nymme, & 
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Bar. Come Pijloll be friends. 
Nimy prethee be friends, and if thou wilt not, 
Be enemies with me too. 

Ni. I Thai haue my ei«(ht (hillings I won of you at betting 
100 Hft. Bale is the flaue that payes. 

Ni. That now I will haue, and there's the humor of it. 

Pijl. As manhood fhall compound. They draw. 

Bar. He that ftrikes the firft blow, 
lie kill him by this I'word. 

Pi. Sword is an oath, and oathes mult haue their courl'e. 
110 Nim. I ITiall haue my eight fhillifigs I wonne of you at [Ba* 

betting. 

Pift. A noble fhalt thou haue, and ready pay, 
And liquor likewife will I giue to thee. 
And fri«;ndfhip Thall combinde out brotherhood. 
He Hue by Nim. as Nim fhall Hue by me : 
Is not this iuft? for 1 I'hall Sutler be 
Vuio the Gampe, and profit will occrue. 

Nim. I fhall haue my noble? 
120 Pijl. In cafh moft truely paid. 

Nim. Why theres the humor of it. 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Nymme Ihall Hue by uw. is not this iuft ? For I I'hal Sut- 
ler be vnto the Oampe, and profits will accrue. Giue mee 
thy hand. 

Nym. I fhall haue my Noble? [74a 

vio Pift. In cafh, moft iuftly payd. 

Nym. Well, then that the humor oft. 
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11. i. 

Enter Hostes, . • 

Hojles, As euer you came of men come in, 
Sir lohn poore foule is fo troubled 
With a burning tafhan contigian feuer, tis wonderfull. 
133 IHat. Let vs condoll the knight: for lamkins we will Hue. 

Exeunt Omnes. 

II. ii. Enter Exeter and Gloster. 

Glojl. Before God my Lord, his Grace is too bold to truft 

thefe traytors. 
Exe. They fhalbe apprehended by and by. 
Glost. I but the man that wAs his bedfellow 
Whom he hath cloyed and graced with princely fauours 
10 That he fhould for a forraine purfe, to fell 
His Soueraignes life to death and trechery. 
Exe. the Lord of Ma/sham. 

Enter the King and three Lords, 
King. Now firs the windes faire, and we wil aboord : 
My Lord of Cambridge, and my Lord of Ma/sham^ 
And you my gentle Knight, giue me your thoughts. 
Do you not thinke the power we beare with vs, 
Will make vs conquerors in the field of France? 
19 Ma/ha. No doubt my Liege, if each man do his beft. 

The Ufe of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
II. i. Enter Hofieffe, 

Hoft. As euer you come of women, come in quickly 
to fir lohn: A poore heart, hee is fo fhakM of a burning 
quotidian Tertian, that it is moft lamentable to behold. 
Sweet men, come to him. 

Nym. The King hath run bad humors on the Knight, 
that's the euen of it. 
130 Fiji. Nym, thou haft fpoke the right, his heart is fra- 

cted and corroborate. 

Nym. The King is a good King, but it muft bee as it 
may; he paffes fome humors, and carreeres. 

Pijl. Let vs condole the Knight, for (Lambekins) we 
will Hue. 

II. ii. Enter Exeter, Bedford, & Wejimerland. 

Bed Fore God his Grace is bold to truft thefe traitors 
Exe. They fhall be apprehended by and by. 
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Enter Hojles, 

Hojies. As guer you came of men come in, 

Sir lohn, poore ibule is lb troubled 

With a buriling tarhan conti^ian feuer, tis wonderfull. 

133 Fiji. Let vs condole the knif^ht: for lamkins we wil liue. 

Exeunt Omnes. 

ii. Enter Exeter and Glofter. 

Glojl, Before God my Lord, his (irace is too bold to 

truft thelV tray tors. 
Exe. They fhall be apprehended by and by. 
GloJl. I hut the man that was his bedfellow, 
Who.m he hath cloyed and graced with Princely fauors. 
10 That he Ibould for a forreif,me purfe, to fell 
His Soueraignes life to death and trechery. 
Exe. the Lord of Mas/ham. 

Enter the Kinff and three Lords, 
Kintj. Now firs, the winde is faire, and we will aboord; 
My Lord of Cambridge., and my Lord of Mas/ham^ 
And you my gentle Knight, giue me your thoughts, 
Do yoti not thinke the i)0wer we beare with vs, 
Will make vs Conquerors in the field of France? 
19 Mas/ham. No doubt my Liege, if each man do his bel't. 
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Weji. How fmooth and euen they do bear themfelues. 
As if allegeance in their bofomes late 
Crowned with faith, and conftant loyalty. 

Bed. The King hath note of all that they intend. 
By interception, whioh they dreame not of. 

Exe. Nay, but the man that was his bedfellow. 
Whom he hath dull'd and cloy'd with gracious fauours; 
10 That he fhould for a forraigne puri'e. lb fell 
His Soueraignes life to death and treachery. 

Sound Trumpets. 
Enter the Kiny^ Scroope, Cambridge, and Gray. 

King. Now fits the winde faire, and we will aboord. 
My Lord of Cambridge^ and my kinde Lord of Ma/ham., 
And you my gentle Knight, giue me your thoughts: 
Thinke you not that the powres we beare with vs 
Will cut their paffage through the force of France? 
Doing the execution, and the acte, 
For which we haue in head affembled them. 

Scro, No doubt my Liege, if each man do his belt 
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II. ii. 

Cam. Neuer was Monarch better feared and loned then [\U 

is your maiel'tie. 

Gray. Euenthole that were your fathers enemies 
30 Haue I'teeped their ^alles in honey for your lake. 

Kinf/. We therefore haue p^reat eaufe of thankfuInelTe, 
And fliail forget the office of our hands: 
Sooner then reward and merit, 
According to their cauTe and worthinefle. 

Mafha. So leruice fhall with fteeled llnewes ("hine. 
And labour fhall refrefh it felfe with liope 
To do your Grace inceffant feruice. 

40 King. Vncle of Exeter, enlarge the man 

Committed yel'terday, that ray led againft our perfon. 
We confider it was the heate of wine that let him on. 
And on his more aduice we pardon him. 

Mafha. That is mercie, but too much fecuritie : 
Let him bee punil'ht Soueraigne, lealt the example of 
Breed more of Inch a kiude. (him. 

King. let vs yet be mercifull. 

C'am. So may your highnelTe. and punifh too. 

50 Gray. You ITiew great mereie if you giue him life. 
After the tafte of his correction. 
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20 King, I doubt not that, fiuce we are well perfwaded 
We carry not a heart with vs from hence. 
That growes not in a faire confent with ours: 
Nor leaue not one behinde, that doth not wifh 
Succeffe and Conqueft to attend on vs. 

Cam. Neuer was Monarch better fear'd and lou'd, 
Then is your Maiefty : there's not I thinke a fubiect 
That fits in heart-greefe and vnealinefle 
Vnder the fweet fhade of your gouernment. 

Kni. True: thole that were your Fathers enemies, 
30 Haue fteep'd their gauls in hony, and do I'erue you 
With hearts create of duty, and of zeale. 

King. We therefore haue great caufe of thankfulnes. 
And fhall forget the office of our hand 
Sooner then quittance of defert and merit, 
According to the weight and wortbineite. 
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II. ii. 

Cam. Neuer was Monarch better feared and loued then [B» 

is your Maiefty. 
Grey. Euen thole that wen* your fathers enemies 
30 Haue fteeped their ffals in liony for your fake. 

King. We therefore haue ^reat laul'e of thankfulnelTe, 
And fhall for^^et the office of our hands: 

According to their caul'e and worthinelle. 

Maf. So leruice fhall with I'teeled finewes fhine. 
And labour fhall refrefh it lelfe with hope 
To do your (Jrace inceffant feruice. 
40 King. Vnckle of Exeter, enlar^re the man 

Committed yefterday, that raild aj^ainft our perlbn, 
We confider it was the lieate of wine that let him on, 
And on his more aduice wo pardon him. 

Maf. That is mercy, but too much I'ecurity : 
Let him be punifht Souerai«rne, 
Leaft the example of him, breed more of luch a kinde. 

King. let vs yet he mercifull. 

Cam, So may your highnelTe, and punifh too. 

60 Grey. You I'hew ^^reat mercy if you giue him life. 
After the tafte of his correction. 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Scro. So leruice fhall with i'teeled I'inewes toyle. 
And labour fhall refrefh it i'elfe with hope 
To do your Grace inceffant feruices. 

King. We lud^'C no lefle. Vnkle of Exeter, 
40 Inlarpe the man committed yefterday. 

That rayl'd againft our perlbn; We confider 
It was exceffe of Wine that let him on. 
And on his more aduice, We pardon him. 

Scro. That's mercy, but too mueh fecurity : 
Let him be punifh'd Soueraigne, leaft example 
Breed (by his fufferance) more of fuch a kind. 

Kiug. let vs yet be mercifull. 

Cam. So may your Highnefle, and yet punifh too. [74^ 

50 Grey. Sir, you fhew great mercy if you giue him life, 
After the tafte of much correction. 
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II. ii. 

King. Alas your too much care and loue of me 
Are heauy orifons ••ainrt the poore wretch, 
If litle faults proceedin^r on dil'temper I'hould not l)ee 

(winked at, 
How fhould we Itretch our eye, when capital) crimes, 
Chewed, fwallowed and dil'^'el'ted, appoare before vs.- 
Well yet enlarge the man, tho Cambridge and the reft 
In their deare loues, and tender preleruation of our Ttate, 
Would haue him punil'ht. 
60 Now to our French caufes. 

Who are the late Commilfioners? 

Cam. Me one my Lord, your highnelTe l»ad me aske for 
it to day. 

Mafh. 80 did you me my Soueraiguo. [B« 

Gray, And me my Lord. 

King. Then Richard P^arle of Cambridge there is yours: 
There is yours my iiord of Ma/ham. 
And fir Thomas Gray knight of Northutnberland^ this fame is 

Read them, and know we know your worthinelle. (yours: 

70 Vnckle Exeter I will aboord to night. 

Why how now (ientlemen, why change you colour? 

What lee you in tliolft papers 

That hath lb chafed your blood out of apparance ? 

Cam, I dc» confelTe my fault, and do I'ubmit me 
To your highnel'fe mercie. 

Mafh, To which we all appeale. 
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King. Alas, your too much loue and care of me. 
Are heauy Orifons 'gainft this poore wretch: 
If little faults proceeding on dil'temper, 
Shall not be wink'd at, how fhall we I'tretch our eye 
When capitall crimes, chew'd, Iwallow'd, and digel'ted, 
Appeare before vs? Wee'l yet inlarge that man, 
Though Cambridge, Scroope^ and Gray, in their deere care 
And tender preleruation of our perlbn 
60 Wold haue him punil'h'd. And now to our French caul'es. 
Who are the late CommilTioners ? 

Cam. I one my Lord, 
Your Highnel'fe bad me aske for it to day. 

Scro, So did you me my Liege. 

Gray. And I my lioyall Soueraigne. 
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Kin(f, Alaffe, your too much care and loue of me. 
Are heauy orifons af^ainft the poore wretch, 
If little faults proceeding on diftemper, 
Should not be winked at, 

How fhould we ftretch our eye, when capitaH crimes, 
Chewed, fwallowed, and digefted, appeare before vs; 
Well yet enlarge the man, tho Cambridge and the reft 
In their deare loues, ;»nd tender prcferuation of our ftate, 
Would haue him punifht. 
60 Now to our French caufes. 

Who are the late Commiffioners? 

Cam. Me one my Lord, 
Your highneffe bad me aske for it to day. 

Maf. So did you me my Soueraigne. 

Grey. And me my Lord. 

King. Then Richard Earle of Cambridge, there is yours. [Ba* 
There is yours, my Lord of Maf ham: 
And fir Thomas Grey, knight of Northumberland, 
This fame is yours : 

Reade them, and know we know your worth inoffe. 
70 Vnckle Exeter, I will aboord to night. 

Why how now Gentlemen, why change you colour.^ 

What fee you in thofe papers, 

That hath fo chafed your blood out of apparance? 

Cam. I do confeffe my fault, and do fubmit me 
To your highneffe mercy. 

Mafh, To which we all appeale. 
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King. Then Richard Karle of Otmbridge, there is y()ur.> 
There yours Lord Scroope of Mafham, and Sir Knight : 
Gray of Northumberland ^ this fame in yours: 
Reade them, and know I know your worthinelTe. 
70 My Lord of Weftmerland, and Vnkle Exeter. 

We will aboord to night. Why how now Gentlemen? 

What fee you in thofe papers, that you loole 

So much complexion? Looke ye how they change: 

Their cheekes are paper. Why, what reade you there. 

That haue fo cowarded and chac'd your blood 

Out of apparance. 

Cam. I do confeffe my fault. 
And do fubmit me to your Highneffe mercy. 

Gray. Scro. To which we all appeale. 
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II. ii. 

Kifiij. The mt»rcy which was <|uir in v.s but late, 
80 By your owno realbns is fori'ltahi ami d«»iu»; 

You muI'T not dare fur I'hame to ask<» for rnercy. 

For your owne confcienco turne vpon your holoinos. 

As (iopfs vpon their maifters worry in^^ them. 

See you my Princes, and my nol)le Peeres, 

Thefe Enjjlish monl'ters: 

My Lord of Cambridge here. 

You know how apt we were to «jrace him. 

In all thinps belon<(in<( to his honour: 

And this vilde man hath for a fewe lijrht crownes, 
90 Li^ditly oonfpired an<i fworne vnto th»* practiles of Frnnre: 

To kill vs here in Hampton, To the whirli. 

This knight no leffe in bountie bound to vs 
Then Cambridge is, haah like wile Fworne. 

But oh what fhall I fay to thee fa He man. 
Thou cruell ingratefull and inhumane creature. 
Thou that didft beare the key of all my eounlell. 
That knewft the very fecrets of my hrnrt. 
That almoft mighteft a coyned me into gold, 
Wouldeft thou a practifde on me for thy vfe : 
100 Can it be poffible that out of thee 

Should proceed one fparke that might annoy my finger? 
Tis fo ftrange, that tho the truth doth {"howe as grofc [B« 

104 As black from white, mine eye wil fcareely fee it. 
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King. The mercy that was quicke in vs but late, 

so By your owne counlaile is fuppreft and killM : 
You muft not dare (for fhame) to talke of mercy, 
F'or your owne reafons turne into \t)ur bofomes. 
As dogs vpon their maifters, worryinir you: 
.*^ee you my Princes, and my Noble Pecn's, 
Thefe Knglifh monfters: My Lord of Cambridge heere. 
You know how apt our loue was, to accord 
To furnifh with all appertinents 
Belonging to his Honour; and this man. 
Hath for a few light Crownes, lightly confpir'd 

90 And Iwome vnto the practifes of France 
To kill vs heere in Hampton. To the which. 
This Knight no leffe for bounty bound to Vs 
Then Cambridge is, hath likewile fworne. But 0, 
What fhall I fay to thee Lord Scroope, thou cruell. 
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King. The mercy which was quit in vs but late, 
80 By your owiio reafons is fore-ftald and done : 

You muft not dare for fhamo to aske for mercy. 

For your owne confcience turne vpon your bofomes, 

As dogs vpon their mafters worrying them. 

See you my Princes, and my Noble Peeres, 

Thefe englifh Monfters; 

My Lord of Cambridge here. 

You know how apt we were to grace him 

In all things belonging to his honor; 

And this vilde man hath for a few light crownes, 
90 Lightly conspir d and fworne vnto the practifes of France, 

To kill vs heerc in Hampton. To the which. 

This knight, no leiTe in bounty bound to vs 

Then Cambridge is. hath likewife fworne. 

Hut oh, what fhall 1 lay to thee falfe man. 

Thou cruell, ingratefull, and inhumane creature. 

Thou that didft hoare the key of all my counfell, 

That kuewft the very fecrets of my heart, 

That almoft mightl't haue coyn'd me into gold: 

Wouldft thou haue pinctifde on me for thy vfe? 
io« Can it be poffible, that out of thee 

Should proceed one fparke that might annoy my finger? 

Tis fo ftrange, that tho the truth doth fhew as grofe 
104 As blacke from white, mine eye will fcarfely fee it. [B4 
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Ingratefull, lauage, and inhumane Creature? 
Thou that didft beare the key of all my couniailes, 
That knew'ft the very botiome of my Ibule, 
That (almoft^ mightTt haue coyn'd me into Golde, 
Would'ft thou haue practis'd on me, for thy vfe? 
100 May it be pofsible, that forraigne hyer 

Could out of Ihee extract one fparke of euill 
That might annoy my finger? *Tis fo ftrange. 
That though the truth of it I'tands off as grofle 
As blacke ai:d white, my eye will fcarfely fee it. 
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II ii. 



U2 Their faults are open, arrcft them to the anCwer of the lawe, 
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Trealbn, and murther, euer kept tof^ether. 

As two yoake (iiuels fworne to eythefs purpotc. 

Working fo grofloly in an naturall cauf«'. 

That admiration did not hoope at them. 

liut thou (guinl't all proportion) didft bring in 

110 Wonder to waite on treafon, and on murthcr: 
And whatfoeiier cunning fiend it was 
That wrought vpon thee fo prepofteroufly. 
Hath got the voyce in hell for excellence: 
And other diuels that fuggeft by ireafons, [75 

Do l)Otch and bungle vp damnation, 
With patches, colours, and with formes being fetcht 
From glift'ring lemblances of piety: 
Rut ho that temper'd thee, bad thee ftand vp, 
(laue thee no inftanco why thou fhouldft do treafon, 

lau Vnleffe to dub thee with the name of Traitor. 
If that fame Daemon that hath gulIM thee thus, 
Should with his Lyon-gate walke the whole world, 
ile might returne to vaftie Tartar backe. 
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142 Their faults are open, 
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And tell the Legions, I can neuer win 

A foule fo eafie as that Enj^lifhmans. 

Oh, how haft thou with iealoufie infected 

The fweetneffe of affiance? Shew men dutifull, 

130 Why fo didft thou: feeme they graue and learned? 
Why fo didft thou. Come they of Noble Family? 
Why fo didft thou. Seeme they religious? 
Why fo didft thou. Or are they fpare in diet, 
Free from groffe pafsion, or of mirth, or anger, 
Conftant in fpirit, not fweruing with the blood, 
(larnifhM and deck'd in modeft complement. 
Not working with the eye, without the eare, . 
And but in purged iudgement trufting neither. 
Such and fo finely boulted didft thou feeme: 
And thus thy fall hath left a kinde of blot, 
To make thee full fraught man, and beft indued 

140 With fome fufpition, I will weepe for thee. 
For this reuolt of thine, me thinkes is like 
Another fall of Man. Their faults are open, 
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ii. 



And God acquit them of their practifes. 

Exe. I arreft thee of high treal'ou, 
By the name of Richard^ Karle of Cambridge. 
I areft thee of high treafon. 
By the name of Henry, Lord of Mafham, 
I arei't thee of high treafon, 
160 By the name of Thomas Gray, knight of Northumberland. 

Mafk, Our purpofes God iuftly hath dilcouered, 
And I repent my fault more then my death. 
Which I befeech your Maieftie forgiue, 
Altho my body pay the price of it. 
IM King, God quit you in his mercy. Heare your fentence. 
Tou haue confpired againft our royal) perfon, 

loyned with an enemy proclaimed and fixed. 
168 And fro his coflfers receiued the golden eameft of our death 

Touching our perfon we feeke no redrefTe. 

But we our kingdomes iafetie muft To tender 

Whofe ruine you haue Ibught, 

That to our lawes we do deliuer you. (death, 

Get ye therefore hence: poore miferable creatures to your 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Ft). 
Arreft them to the anfwer of the Law, 
And God acquit them of their practifes. 

Exe. I arreft thee of High Treafon, by the name of 
Richard Earle of Cambridge. 

I arreft thee of High Treafon, by the name of Thomas 
Lord Scroope of Mar/ham. 
160 I arreft thee of High Treafon, by the name of Thomas 
Grey, Knight of Northumberland. 

Scro, Our purpofes, God iuftly hath difcouer'd, 
And I repent my fault more then my death, 
Which I befeech your Highneffe to forgiue, 
Although my body pay the price of it. 

Cam, For me, the Gold of France did not feduce, 
Although I did admit it as a motiue. 
The fooner to effect what I intended: 
But God be thanked for preuention. 
Which in fufferance heartily will reioyce, 
100 Befeeching God, and you, to pa**don mee. 
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Arreft thorn to the anfwer of the law. 

And God acquit them of their practifes. 
Exe. I arreft thee of hi«rh treafon. 

By the name of Richard, Earle of Cambridge. 

I arreft thee of hi^h treafon, 

By the name of Henry, Lord of Ma/ham, 

I arreft thee of hi^h treafon, 
ir>i) By the name of Thomas Grey, 

Kniffht of Northumberland. 

Mafh. Our purpofes God iuftly hath difcouered, 

And I repent my fault more then my death, 

Which 1 hefeech your Maiefty forgiue, 

Althou^'h my bo(iy pay the price of it. 
King. God quit you in his mercy. 
166 Heare your fentence. 

You haue confpir'd aprainft our royall Perfon, 

loyned with an enemy proclaim'd and fixed. 
168 And from his Coflfers receiued the fjolden earneft of our 
death, 

Touchin/j our perfon we feeke no redreffe. 

But we our kin^fdomes fafety muft fo tender. 

Whofe ruine you haue fought. 

That to our lawes we do deliuer you. 

Get you hence, poor miferable creatures to your death. 
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Gray. Neuer did faithful) fubiect more reioyce 
At the difcouery of moft dangerous Treafon, 
Then I do at this houre ioy ore my felfe, 
Preuented from a damned enterprize; 
My fault, l)ut not my body, pardon Soueraigne. 

King. God quit you in his mercy: Hear your fentence 
You haue confpir'd againft Our Royall perfon, 
loyn'd with an enemy proclaim'd, and from his Coffers. 
Receyu'd the Golden Karneft of Oui* death : 
170 Wherein you would haue fold your King to flaughter. 
His Princes, and his Peeres to feruitude. 
His Subiects to opprefsion, and contempt. 
And his whole Kingdome into defolation ; 
Touching our porfon» feeke we no reuenge. 
But we our Kingdomes fafety uiuft fo tender, 
Whofe ruine you fought, that to her Lawes 
We do deliuer you. Get you therefore hence, 
(Poore miferable wretches) to your death: 4* 
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II. ii. 

The tafte whereof, God in his mercy giue you (amiffe: 

180 Patience to endure, and true repentance of all your deeds 
Beare them hence. 

Exit three Lords. 
Now Lords to France, The enterprife whereof, 
Shall be to you as vs, iucceriiuely. 

Since God cut oflf this dangerous treafon lurking in our way 
199 Gheerly to Tea, the lignes of war aduance: 
No King of England, if not King of France, 

Exit otnnea, 
II. iii. Enter Nim, Pijloll, Bardolfe^ HoJUe and a Boy. [B** 

Hojl, I prethy Iweete heart, let me bring thee fo farre as 

{Stanes. 
HJl, No fur, no fur. 

Bar. Well fir lohn is gone. God be with him. 
10 Hojl, I, he is in Arthors bofom, if euer any were: 
He went away as if it were a cryfombd childe, 
Betweene twelue and one, 
luft at turning of the tide: 
His nofe was as fharpe as a pen: 
For when I faw him fumble with the fheetes. 
And talk of floures, and fmile vpo his fingers ends 
I knew there was no way but one. 
How now fir lohn quoth I? 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

The tafte whereof, God of his mercy giue 
180 You patience to indure, and true Repentance [75 b 

Of all your deare oflFences. Beare them hence. Exit, 

Now Lords for France: the enterprife whereof 

Shall be to you as vs, like glorious. 

We doubt not of a faire and luckie Warre, 

Since God fo gracioufly hath brought to light 

This dangerous Treafon, lurking in our way, 

To hinder our beginnings. We doubt not now, 

But euery Rubbe is fmoothed on our way. 

Then forth, deare CountreymenH Let vs deliuer 
190 Our Puiffance into the hand of God, 

Putting it ftraight in expedition. 

Chearely to Sea, the fignes of Warre aduance, 

No King of England, if not King of France. Flouri/h. 
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The tafte whereof, God in his mercy giue you patience 
180 To endure, and true repentance of all your deeds amiffe: 
Beare them hence. 

Exit three Lords. 
Now Lords to France: The enterprife whereof. 
Shall be to you as vs, fucceffiuely. (way, 

Since God cut off this dangerous treafon lurking in our 
192 Cheerly to fea, the fignes of war aduance; 
No King of England, if not King of France. 

Exit omnes. 

I. iii. Enter Nim, Piftoll, Bardolfe, Hojles, and a hoy [Bi* 

Hofl. I prethee fweet heart. 
Let me bring thee fo farre as Stanes. 

Fist. No fur, no fur. 

Bar. Well, fir lohn is gone, God be with him. 
10 Hoft. I, he is in Arthors bofome, if euer any were. 
He went away as if it were a cryfombd childe, 
Betweene twelue and one, 
luft at turning of the tide; 
His nofe was as fharpe as a pen ; 
For when I faw him fumble with the fheets. 
And talke of flowers, and fmile vpon his fingers ends, 
I knew there was no way but one. 
How now fir lohn, quoth I? 
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r. iii. Enter Piftollf Nim, Bardolph, Boy, and Hofteffe. 

Hofteffe. 'Prythee honey I'weet Husband, let me bring 
thee to Staines. 

Piftoll. No; for my manly heart doth erne. Bardolph, 
be blythe: Nim^ rowle thy vaunting Veines: Boy, brifsle 
thy Courage vp: for Faljlaffe hee is dead, and wee muft 
erne therefore. 

Bard. Would I were with him , wherelbmere hee is, 
eyther in Heauen, or in Hell. 

Hofteffe. Nay Cure, hee's not in Hell : hee's in Arthurs 
10 Bofome, if euer man went to Arthurs Bofome: a made a 
finer end, and went away and it had beene any Ghriftome 
Child: a parted eu'n iuft betweene Twelue and One, eu'n 
at the turning o'th'Tyde : for after I faw him fumble with 
the Sheets, and play with Flowers, and fmile vpon his fin- 
gers end, I knew there was but one way : for his Nofe was 
as fharpe as a Pen, and a Table of greene fields. How now 
Sir lohn (quoth I^) what man? be a good cheare: fo a 
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iii. 
20 And he cryed three tiroes, (lod, God, God, 

Now I to comfort him, bad him not think of God, 
I hope there was no fuch need. ^ 

Then he bad me put more cloathes at his feete : 
And I felt to them, and they were as cold as any I'tone: 
And to his knees, and they were as cold as any ftone. 
And lb vpward, and vpward, and all was as cold as any ftone. 
Nim, They lay he cride out on Sack. 
30 Uoft. I that he did. 
Boy. And of women. 
Hoft. No that he did not. 

Boy. Yes that he did; and he fed th<'y were diuels incarnat. 
Hoft. Indeed carnation was a colour he neuer loued. 
Nim. Well he did cry out on women. 
Hojl. Indeed he did in fome fort handle women, 
40 Hut then he was rumaticke, and talkt of the whore of 

( Babylon. 
Boy. Hoftes do you remember he faw a Flea ft and 
Vpon Bardclfes Nofe, and fed it was a black foule 
Burning in hell fire? 

Bar. Well, God be with him, [Ci 

That was all the wealth I got iu his feruice. 

Nim. Shall we fhog off? 
The king wil be gone from Southampton. 
Fift. Gleare vp thy criltalles, 
50 Looke to my chattels and my moueables. 
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20 cryed out, God, God, God, three or foure times: now I, 
to comfort him, bid him a fhould not thinke of God; I 
hop'd there was no neede to trouble himfelfe with any 
fuch thoughts yet: fo a bad me lay more Clothes on his 
feet: I put my hand into the Bed, and felt them, and they 
were as cold as any ftone : then I felt to his knees, and fo 
vp-peer'd, and vpward, and all was as cold as any ftone. 

Nim. They fay he cryed out of Sack. 
30 Hofteffe. I, that a did. 

Bard. And of Women. 

Hofteffe. Nay, that a did not. 

Boy. Yes that a did, and faid they were Deules incar- 
nate. 

Woman. A could neuer abide Oarns^tion, 'twas a Co- 
lour be neuer lik'd. 
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20 And he cryed three times, God, God, God, 

Now I to comfort him, bad him not thinke of God, 

I hope there was no fuch need. 

Then he bad me put more cloathes on his feete, 

And I felt to them, and they were as cold as any ftone. 

And to his knees, and they were as cold as any ftone. 

And fo vpward, & vpward, and all was as cold as ftone. 

Nim, They fay he cride out on Sacke. 
30 Hoft. I that he did. 

Boy. And of women. 

Hoft. No that he did not. 

Boy, Yes that he did, & fed they were diuels incarnste. 

Hojl. Indeed carnation was a colour he neuer loued. 

Nim. Well, he did cry out on women. 

Hoft. Indeed he d id in fome fort handle women 
40 But then he was rumaticke, 

And talkt of the whore of Babilon. 

Boy.' Hoftes, do you remember he faw a Flea ftand 
Vpon Bardolfes nofe, and fed it was a blacke foule 
Burning in hell ? 

Bar. Well, God be with him, [Ci 

That was all the wealth I got in his feruice. 

Nim. Shall we fhog off? 
The king will be gone from Southampton. 

njt. Gleare vp thy criftals, 
50 Looke to my chattels and my moueables; 
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Boy. A faid once, the Deule would haue him about 
Women. 
40 Hofteffe. A did in Tome fort (indeed) handle Women : 

but then hee was rumatique, and talk'd of the Whore of 
Babylon. 

Boy. Doe you not remember a faw a Flea fticke vpon 
Bardolphs Nofe, and a faid it was a blacke Soule burning 
in Hell. 

Bard. Well, the fuell is gone that maintain'd that fire: 
that's all the Riches I got in his feruice. 

Nim. Shall wee fhogg? the King will be gone from 
Southampton. 

Piji. Come, let's away. My Loue, giue me thy Lippes : 
50 Looke to my Chattels, and my Moueables: Let Sences 
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II. iii. 

Truft none: the word is pitch and pay: 
Mens words are wafer cakes. 
And holdfast is the only dog my deare. 
Therefore cophetua be thy counfellor, 
61 Touch her foft lips and part. 
Bar. Farewell hoftes. 

Nim, I cannot kis: and theres the humor of it. 
But adieu. 

Piat Keepe fast thy buggle boe. 

Exit Omnea. 

II. iv. Enter King of France, Bourbon, Dolphin, 

and others. 

King. Now you Lords of Orleance, 
Of Bourbon^ and of Berry^ 
Tou fee the King of England is not flack, 
For he is footed on this land alreadie. 
16 Dolphin. My gratious Lord, tis meet we all goe 
And arme vs againft the foe: (foorth. 

And view the weak d fickly parts of France: 
But let vs do it with no fhow of feare. 
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rule : The world is, Pitch and pay : truft none : for Oathes 
are Strawes, mens Faiths are Wafer-Cakes, and hold-faft 
is the onely Dogge: My Ducke, therefore Caueto bee 
thy Counfailor. Goe, cleare thy Chryftalls. Yoke- 
fellowes in Armes, let vs to France, like Horfe- 
leeches my Boyes, to fucke, to fucke, the very blood to [76 a 
fucke. 
60 Boy. And that's but vnwholefome food, they fay. 

Pijt. Touch her foft mouth, and march. 

Bard. Farwell Hofteffe. 

Nim. 1 cannot kiffe, that is the humor of it: but 
adieu. 

IH/i. Let Hufwiferie appeare: keepe dole, I thee 
command. 

Hofteffe. Farwell: adieu. Exeunt. 

Flourifh. 

II. iv. Enter the French King, the Dolphin, the Dukes 

of Berry and Britaine. 
King. Thus comes the Englifh with full power vpon vs. 
And more then carefully it vs concernes, 
To anfwer Royally in our defences. 
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[1. iii. 

Truft uoue; the word is pitch and pay; 
Mens words are wafer cakes, 
And hold faft is the onely doff my deare. 
Therefore cophetua be thy counfellor, 
61 Touch her foft lips and part. 

Bar. Farewell hofteffe. 

Nim. I cannot kis, and theres the humor of it. 
But adieu. 

nft. Keepe faft thy hugffle boe. 

Exit omnes- 

11. iv. Enter King of France^ Bourbony Dolphin^ 

and others. 

King. Now you Lords of Orleance, 
Of Bourbon^ and of Berry. 
You fee the King of England is not flacke, 
For he is footed on this Land already. 
16 Dolphin. My gracious Lord, 
Tis meete we all go foorth. 
And arme vs againft the foe 
And view the weake and fickly parts of France 
But let vs do it with no fhew of feare. 
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Therefore the Dukes of Berry and of Britaine,, 
Oi Brabant and of Orleance, fhall make forth, 
And you Prince Dolphin, with all fwift difpatch 
To lyne and new repayre our Townes of Warre 
With men of courage, and with meanes defendant: 
For England his approaches makes as fierce, 

10 As Waters to the fucking of a Gulfe. 
It fits vs then to be as prouident, 
As feare may teach vs, out of late examples 
Left by the fatall and neglected Englifh, 
Vpon our fields. 

Dolphin. My molt redoubted Father, 
It is moft meet we arme vs 'gainft the Foe: 
For Peace it felfe fhould not fo dull a Kingdome, 
(Though War nor no knowne Quarrel were in queftion) 
But that Defences, Mufters, Preparations, 
Should be maintain'd, affembled, and collected, 

20 As were a Warre in expectation. 

Therefore I fay, 'tis meet we all goe forth, 
To view the fick and feeble parts of France: 
And let vs doe it with no fhew of feare. 
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II. iv. 

No with no more, then if we heard 

En^dand were bufied with a Moris dance. 

For my good Lord, fhe is To idely kingd. 

Her fcepter fo fantaftically borne, 

So guided by alfhallow humorous youth. 

That feare attends her not. 
W Con, peace Prince Dolphin^ you deceiue your felfe, 

Queftion your grace tlie late Embaffador, [Ci* 

With what regard he heard his Embaffage, 
36 How well fupplied with aged Counfellours, 

And how his refolution andfwered him. 

You then would fay that Harry was not wilde. 
48 King, Well thinke we Harry ftrong: 

And flrongly arme vs to preuent the foe. 
Con. My Lord here is an Embaffador 

From the King of England. 
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No, with no more, then if we heard that England 
Were bufied with a Whitfon Morris-dance: 
For, my good Liege, fhee is fo idly King'd, 
Her Scepter lo phantaftically borne, 
By a vaine giddie fhallow humorous Youth, 
That feare attends her not. 

Const, peace. Prince Dolphin, 

30 You are too much miftaken in this King: 
Queftion your Grace the late Embaffadors, 
With what great State he heard their Embaffie, 
How well fupply'd with Noble Councellors, 
How modeft in exception; and withall. 
How terrible in conftant refolution: 
And you fhall find, his Vanities fore-fpent. 
Were but the out-fide of the Roman Brutus, 
Couering Difcretion with a Coat of Folly; 
As Gardeners doe with Ordure hide thofe Roots 

40 That fhall firft fpring, and be moft delicate. 

Dolphin, Well, 't is not fo, my Lord High Coiiftable. 
But though we thinke it fo, it is no matter: 
In cafes of defence, 'tis beft to weigh 
The Enemie more mightie then he feemes. 
So the proportions of defence are fill'd: 
Which of a weake and niggardly proiection, 
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iv. 

No with no more, then if we heard 

England were troubled with a Morris dance. 

For my good Lord, fhe is fo idely kingd, 

Her fcepter fo fantaftically borne, 

So guided by a fhallow humorous youth, 

That feare attends her not 
29 Con. peace Prince Dolphin, you deceiue your felfe, 

Queftion your Grace the late Emballador, [Ci* 

With what regard he heard his Embaffage, 
36 How well fupplied with aged C'ounfellors, 

And how his refolution anfwer'd him. 

You then would fay, that Harry was not wilde. 
48 King. Well, thinke we Harry ftrong, 

And ftrongly arme vs to preuent the foe. 
Con. My Lord, lieere is an Ambaffador 

From the King of England. 
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Doth like a Mifer fpoyle his Coat, with (canting 

A little Cloth. 
King. Thinke we King Harry ftrong : 

And Princes, looke you ftrongly arme to meet him. 
w The Kindred of him hath beene flefht vpon vs: [76* 

And he is bred out of that bloodie ftraine, 

That haunted vs in our familiar Pathes: 

Witneffe our too much memorable fhame, 

When Creffy Battell fatally was ftrucke, 

And all our Princes captiu'd, by the hand 

Of that black Name, Edward^ black Prince of Wales: 

Whiles that his Mountainc Sire, on Mountaine ftanding 

Vp in the Ayre, crownM with the Golden Sunne, 

Saw his Heroicall Seed, and fmii'd to fee him 
60 Mangle the Worke of Nature, and deface 

The Pattemes, that by God and by French Fathers 

Had twentie yeeres been made. This is a Stem 

Of that Victorious Stock: and let vs feare 

The Natiue mightineffe and fate of him. 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Meff. Embaffadors from Harry King of England, 

Doe craue admittance to your Maieftie. 
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II. iv. 

Kin. Bid him come in. 
68 You fee this chafe is hotly followed Lords. 

DoL My gracious father, cut vp this Englifh fhort, 
Selfeloue my Liege is not fo vile a thing, 
As felfe neglecting. 

Enter Exeter, 
King. From our brother England? 
Exe. From him, and thus he greets your Maieftie: 
He wils you in the name of God Almightie, 
That you deueft your felfe and lay apart 
That borrowed tytle, which by gift of heaven, 

80 Of lawe of nature, and of nations, longs 
To him and to his heires, namely the crowne 
And all wide ftretched titles that belongs 
Vnto the Crowne of France, that you may know 
Tis no finifter, nor no awkeward claime, 
Pickt from the wormeholes of old vanifht dayes. 
Nor from the duft of old obliuion rackte. 
He fends you thefe moft memorable lynes. 
In euery branch truly demonftrated : 

90 Willing you ouerlooke this pedigree, 
And when you finde him euenly deriued 
From his moft famed and famous anceftors. 
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King. Weele giue them prefent audience. 
Goe, and bring them. 
You fee this Chafe is hotly followed, friends. 

Dolphin. Turne head, and i'top purfuit: for coward Dogs 
70 Moft ipend their mouths, whe what they feem to threaten 
Runs farre before them. Good my Soueraigne 
Take vp the Englifh ITiort, and let them know 
Of what a Monarchie you are the Head ; 
Selfe-loue, my Liege, is not fo vile a finne. 
As felfe-neglecting. 

Enter Exeter. 

King. From our Brother of England? 

Exe. From him, and thus he greets your Maieftie: 
He wills you in the Name of God Almightie, 
That you deueft your felfe, and lay apart 
The borrowed Glories, that by gift of Heauen, 
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V. 

King, Bid him come in. 
58 You fee this chafe is hotly followed. Lords. 

Dol, My gracious father, cut vp this Englifh fhort, 
Selfe-loue my Liege in not fo vile a thing 
As felfe-neglecting. 

Enter Exeier. 

King. From our brother of England ? 

Exe. From him , and thus he greets your Maielty '» 
He wils you in the name of God Almighty, 
That you deueft your felfe, and lay apart 
That borrowed title, which by gift of heaven, 
80 Of law, of nature, and of Nations, longs 
To him and to bis heires, namely the Crowne 
And all wide ftretched titles that belongs 
Vnto the crowne of Francey that you may know 
Tis no Iinifter, nor no awkeward claime, 
Pickt from the wormeholes of old vanifht daies 
Nor from the duft of old obliuion rackt. 
He fends you tbefe moft memorable lines, 
In euery branch truely demonftrated : 
90 Willing you ouerlooke this pedigree. 
And when you finde him euenly deriued 
From his moft famed and famous Anceftors, 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Pi). 
80 By Law of Nature, and of Nations, longs 

To him and to his Heires, namely, the Crowne, 

And all wide-ftretched Honors, that pertaine 

By Cuftome, and the Ordinance of Times, 

Vnto the Crowne of France: that you may know 

'Tis no Iinifter, nor no awk-ward Clayme, 

Pickt from the worme- holes of long- vanifht dayes, 

Nor from the duft of old Obliuion rakt. 

He fends you this moft memorable Lyne, 

In euery Branch truly demonftratiue ; 
*o Willing you ouer-looke this Pedigree: 

And wlien you find him euenly deriu'd 

From his moft fam'd, of famous Anceftors, 
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II. iv. 

Edicard the third, he bids you then refi^iie 
Your crowDc and kingdorae, indirectly held 
From him, the natiue and true challen^'er. 

King, If not, what followes? 

Exe, Bloody coftraint, for if you hide the crown 
Euen in your hearts, there will he rake for it: 
Therefore in fierce tempeft is he comminff, 
100 In thunder, and in earthquake, like a loue^ 
That if requiring faile, he will compell it: 
And on your heads turnes he the widowes teares, 
The Orphanes cries, the dead mens bones. 
The pining nlaydens grones. 
For husbands, fathers, and diftreffed louers. 
Which fhall be fwallowed in this controuerfie. 
no This is his claime, his threatning, and my meffage. 
Vnles the Dolphin be in prefence here. 
To whom exprelly we bring greeting too. 

Dol, For the Dolphin? I ftand here for him. 
What to heare from England. 

Exe, Scorn & defiance, flight regard, contempt, 
And any thing that may not misbecome 
The mightie fender, doth he prife you at; 
120 Thus faith my king. Vnles your fathers highneffe 
Sweeten the bitter mocke you font his Maieftie, 
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Edward the third; he bids you then refigne 
Your Crowne and Kingdome, indirectly held 
From him, the Natiue and true Challenger. 

King. Or elfe what followes? 

Exe, Bloody conftraint: for if you hide the Crowne 
Euen in your hearts, there will he rake for it. 
Therefore in fierce Tempeft is he coraming, 
100 In Thunder and in Earth-quake, like a loue: 
That if requiring faile, he will compell. 
And bids you, in the Bowels of the Lord, 
Deliuer up the Crowne, and to take mercie 
On the poore Soules, for whom this hungry Warre 
Opens his vaftie lawes: and on your head 
Turning ihe Widdowes Teares, the Orphans Cryes, 
The dead-mens Blood, the priuy Maidens Groanes, 
For Husbands, Fathers, and betrothed Louers, 
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f, 

Edward the third ; he bids you then refigne 
Your Crowne and Kingdome, indirectly held 
From him, the natiue and true Challenger. 
King, If not, what followes? [C« 

Ex, Bloody cSftraint, for if you hide the crown 
Euen in your hearts, there will he rake for it: 
Therefore in fierce tempeft is he comming 
K) In thunder, and in earthquake, like a loue^ 
That if requiring faile, he will compell it: 
And on your heads turnes he the widows teares 
The orphants cries, the dead mens bones. 
The pining maidens grones. 
For husbands, fathers, and diftrelTed louers, 
Which fhall be fwallowed in this r.ontrouerfie. 
.10 This is his claime, his threatning, & my melTage, 
Vnleffe the Dolphin be in prefence heere. 
To whom exprefly we bring greeting too. 

Dol. For the Dolphin? I ftand here for him, 
What to heare from England. 

Exe, Scorn & defiance, flight regard, contempt. 
And any thing that may not mif-become 
The mighty fender, doth he prize you at; 
20 Thus faith my King. Vnles your fathers highnes 
Sweeten the bitter mocke you fent his Maiefty. 
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That fhall be fwallowed in this Controuerfie. 
lo This is his Glayme, his Threatning, and my Meffage: 
Vnleffe the Dolphin be in prefence here ; 
To whom expreffely I bring greeting to. 

King, For vs, we will confider of this further: [77" 

To morrow fhall you beare our full intent 
Back to our Brother of Kngland. 

Dolph, For the Dolphin, 
I ftand here for him : what to him from England ? 

Exe. Scorne and defiance. Height regard, contempt. 
And any thing that may not mif-become 
The mightie Sender, doth he prize you at. 
^2o Thus fayes my King: and if your Fathers Highneffe 
Doe not, in graunt of all demands at large. 
Sweeten the bitter Mock you fent his Maieftie; 
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II. iv. 

Heele call you to fo loud an anl'were for it, 
That caues and wombely vaultes of France 
Shall chide your trefpaffe, and return your mock, 
In fecond accent of his ordenance. 

Del. Say that my father render faire reply, 
It is againft my will: 
For I defire nothing fo much, 
As oddes with England. 
130 And for that caufe according to his youth 
I did prefent him with thofe Paris balles. 

Exe, Heele make your Bari8 Louer fhake for it, 
Were it the miftreffe Court of mightie Europe. 
And be arrure<i, youle finde a difference 
As we his fubiects haue in wonder found : 

Betweene his yonger dayes and thefe he mufters now, [C« 

Now he wayes time euen to the lateft ^raine, 
139 Which you fhall finde in your owne loffes 
If he ftay in France. 

King. Well for vs, you fhall returne our anfwere backe 
To our brother England. 

Exit omnea. 
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Hee'le call you to fo hot an Anfwer of it. 
That Caues and Wombie Vaultages of France 
Shall chide your Trefpas, and returne your Mock 
In fecond Accent of his Ordinance. 

Dolph. Say: if my Father render faire returne. 
It is againit my will: for I delire 
Nothing but Oddes with England. 

130 To that end, as matching to his Youth and Vanitie, 
I did prefent him with the Paris- Balls. 

Exe. Hee'le make your Paris Loner fliako for it. 
Were it the Miftreffe Court of mightie Europe : 
And be affur'd, you'le find a diff'rence, 
As we his Subiects haue in wonder found, 
Betweene the promife of his greener dayes. 
And thefe he mafters now: now he weighes Time 
Euen to the vtmoft Graine : that you fhall reade 
In your owne Loffes, if he ftay in France. 

140 King. To morrow fhall you know our mind at full. 

Flourifh. 
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II. iv. 

Hee'I call you to fo loud an aniwer for it, 
That Caues and wombly Vaults of France 
Shall chide your trefpalfe, d returne your mock, 
In fecond accent of his Ordenance. 

DoL Say that my father render faire reply. 
It is againft my will: 
For I defire nothing fo much, 
As oddes with England. 
130 And for that cauTe, according to his youth, 
I did prefent him with thofe Paris balles. 

Exe, Hee'I make your Riris Louer fhake for it, 
Were it the Miftreffe Court of mighty Europe, 
And be affured, you'l finde a difference. 
As we his fubiects haue in wonder found, 
Betweene his yonger daies, and thefe he mufters now; 
Now he weighes time euen to the lateft graine, [C«* 

139 Which you fhall finde in your owne loffes, 
If we ftay in France, 

King, Well, for vs you fhall returne our anfwer backe. 
To our brother of England. 

Exit omnes. 
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Exe, Difpatch vs with all fpeed, leaft that our King 
Come here himfelfe to queftion our delay; 
For he is footed in this Land already. 

King, You fhalbe foone difpatcht, with faire conditions. 
A Night is but fmall breathe, and little pawfe, 
To anfwer matters of this confequence. 

Exeunt, 
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in. i. 
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in. Actus Secundus, 

FlouriPi. Enter Chorus. 

Thus with imagin'd wing our fwift Scene flyes, 
In motion of no leffe celeritie then that of Thought. 
Suppofe, that you haue feene 
The well-appointed King at Douer Peer, 
Embarke his Royaltie: and his braue Fleet, 
With filken Streamers, the young Phebtis fayning; 
Play with your Fancies: and in them behold, 
Vpon the Hempen Tackle, Ship-boyes climbing; 
Heare the fhrill Whiftle, which doth order giue 
10 To founds confus'd : behold the threaden Sayles, 
Borne with th'inuifible and creeping Wind, 
Draw the huge Bottomes through the furrowed Sea, 
Brefting the loftie Surge. 0, doe but thinke 
You ftand vpon the Riuage, and behold 
A Citie on th'inconftant Billowes dauncing: 
ITor fo appeares this Fleet Maiefticall, 
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III. i. 
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Holding due courfe to Harflew. Follow, follow; 

Grapple your minds to fternage of this Nauie, 

And leaue yoi^r England as dead Mid-night, ftill, 
20 Guarded with Grandfires, Babyes, and old Women, 

Eyther paft, or not arriu'd to pyth and puirfance: 

For who is he, whofe Chin is but enricht 

With one appearing Hayre, that will not follow [77* 

Thefe cull'd and choyfe-drawne Caualiers to France? 

Worke, worke your Thoughts, and therein lee a Siege: 

Behold the Ordenance on their Carriages, 

With fatall raouthes gaping on girded Harflew. 

Suppofe th'Embaffador from the French comes back: 

Tells Harry, That the King doth oflfer him 
30 Katherine his Daughter, and with her to Dowrie, 

Some petty and vnprofitable Dukedomes. 

The offer likes not: and the nimble Gunner 

With Lynftock now the diuellifh Cannon touehes, 

Alarum, and Chambers goe off. 

And downe goes all before them. Still be kind. 

And eech out our performance with your mind. Exit, 

5» 
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III. i. Enter the King, Exeter, Bedford, and Gloueefter. 

Alarum: Scaling Ladders at Harflew. 
King, Once more vnto the Breach, 
Deare friends, once more; 
Or clofe the Wall vp with our Englifh dead; 
In Peace, there's nothing fo becomes a man. 
As modeft ftilneffe, and humilitie: 
But when the blaft of Warre blowes in our eares, 
Then imitate the action of the Tyger: 
Stiffen the finewes, commune vp the blood, 
Difguife faire Nature with hard-fauour'd Rage: 
10 Then lend the Eye a terrible afpect : 

Let it pry through the portage of the Head, 

Like the Braffe Cannon: let the Brow o'rewhelme it, 

As fearefully, as doth a galled Rocke 

O're-hang and iutty his confounded Bafe, 

Swill'd with the wild and waftfull Ocean. 

Now fet the Teeth, and ftretch the Nofthrill wide, 

Hold hard the Breath, and bend vp euery Spirit 
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To his .full height. On, on, you Noblifh Englifh, 
Whofe blood is fet from Fathers of Warre-proofe : 

20 Fathers, that like fo many Alexanders^ 

Haue in thefe parts from Morne till Euen fought, 

And fheath'd their Swords, for lack of argument. 

Difhonour not your Mothers : now atteft. 

That thofe whom you call'd Fathers, did beget you. 

Be Coppy now to me of groffer Blood, 

And teach them how to Warre. And you good Yeomen, 

Whofe Lyms were made in England; fhew vs here 

The mettell of your Palture: let vs fweare. 

That you are worth your breeding: which I doubt not: 

30 For there is none of you lb meane and bafe, 
That hath not Noble lufter in your eyes. 
I fee you ftand like Grey-hounds in the flips, 
Straying vpon the Start. The Game's afoot : 
Follow your Spirit; and vpon this Charge, 
Cry, God for Harry^ England, and S. George. 

Alarum, and Chambers goe off. 
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m. ii. 

Enter Nim, Bardolfe, Piftoll, Boy. 
Nim, Before God here is bote feruice. 
put. Tis hot indeed, blowes go and come, 
Gods vaffals drop and die. 
Nim, Tis honor, and tberes the humor of it. 
12 Boy. Would I were in London: 
Ide giue all my honor for a pot of Ale. 

Pift. And I. If wifhes would preuaile, 
I would not ftay, but thither would I hie. 

Enter Flewellen and beates them in. 
Flew. Godes plud yp to the breaches 
You rafcals, will you not yp to the breaches? 
24 Nim. Abate thy rage.fweete knight, 
Abate thy rage. 
Boy. Well I would^ I were once from them : 
60 They would haue me asj^familiar 

With mens pockets, as their gloues,*'*and their 
Handkerchers, they will fteale any thing. 

III. ii. The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Enter Nim, Bardolph, Piftoll^ and Boy. 
Bard. On, on, on, on, on, to the breach, to the breach. 
Nim. Tray thee Corporall ftay, the Knocks are too 
hot: and for mine owne part, 1 haue not a ('afe of Liues: 
the humor of it is too hot, that is the very plaine-Song . 
of it. 

Pift. The plaine-Song is moft iult: for humors doe a- 
bound: Knocks goe and come: Gods Vaflals drop and 
10 dye: and Sword and Shield, in bloody Field, doth winne 
immortall fame. 

Boy. Would I were in an Ale-houfe in London , I 
would giue all my fame for a Pot of Ale, and fafetie. 

Pijt. And I: If wifhes would preuayle with me, my [78 « 
purpofe Ihould not fayle with me; but thither would I 
high. 

Boy. As duly, but not as truly, -as Bird doth fing on 
20 bough. 

Enter Fluellen. 

Flu. Vp to the breach , you Dogges ; auaunt you 
Gullions. 

Pift. Be mercifull \ great Duke, to men of Mould : a- 
bate thy Rage, abate thy manly Rage; abate thy Rage, 
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Enter Nim, Bardolfe, Pi/loll, and Boy. 
Nim, Before God heeres hot feruice. 
Pist. Tis hot indeed, blowes go and come, 
Gods vaflals drop and dye. 
Nim^ Tis honor, and there's the humor of it. 
12 Boy, Would I were in London, 

Ide giue all my honour for a pot of Ale. 
Pist, And I: if wifhes would preuaile, 
I would not ftay, but thither would I hie. 
Enter Flewellen, and beats them in. 
Flew. Gods plud, vp to the breaches 
You rafcals, will you not vp to the breaches? 
24 Nim. Abate thy rage fweete knight, 
Abate thy rage. 
Boy. Well, I would I were once from them; 
60 They would haue me as familiar 

With mens pockets, as their Gloues and their 
Handkerchers, they will fteale any thing. 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Pi), 
great Duke. Good Bawcock bate thy Rage: vfe lenitie 
fweet Chuck. 

Nim. Thefe be good humors: your Honor wins bad 
humors. Exit. 

Boy. As young as I am, I haue obferu'd thefe three 

30 Swafhers: I am Boy to them all three, but all they three, 
though they would ferue me, could not be Man to me; 
for indeed three fuch Antiques doe not amount to a man: 
for Bardolph, hee is white-liuer'd , and red-fac'd; by the 
meanes whereof, a faces it out, but fights not: for Pi/toll^ 
hee hath a killing Tongue, and a quiet Sword; by the 
meanes whereof, a breakes Words, and keepes whole 
Weapons: for Nim^ hee hath heard, that men of few 
Words are the beft men, and therefore hee fcomes to fay 
his Prayers , left a Ihould be thought a Coward : but his 

40 few bad Words are matcht with as few good Deeds; for 
a neuer broke any mans Head but his owne , and that was 
againft a Poft, when he was drunke. They will fteale any 
thing, and call it Purchafe. Bardolph ftole a Lute-cafe, 
bore it twelue Leagues, and fold it for three halfepence. 
Nim and Bardolph are fworne Brothers in filching: and 
in Callice they ftole a fire-fhouell. I knew by that peece 
of Seruice , the men would carry Coales. They would 

60 haue me as familiar with mens Pockets, as their Gloues 
or their Hand - kerchers : which makes much againft my 
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Bardolfe ftole a Lute cafe, carryed it three mile, 

And fold it for three hapence. 

Nim ftole a iier-fhouell. 

I knew by that, they meant to carry coales: 

Well, if they will not leaue me, 

I «aeane to leaue them. 

ExU Nim, Bardolfe, Piftoll, and the Boy. 

Enter Gower. 
Qower. Captain Flewellen, you muft come ftrait 
59 To the Mines, to the Duke of Glofter. 

Fleu. Looke you, tell the Duke it is not fo good [C» 

To come to the mines: the concuaueties is otherwife. 
You may difcuffe to the Duke, the enemy is digd 
Himfelfe fine yardes vnder the countermines: 
By lefus I thinke heele blowe vp all 
69 If there be no better direction. 
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Manhood, if I fhould take from anothers Pocket, to put 
into mine; for it is plaine pocketting vp of Wrongs. 
I muft leaue them, and feeke fome better Seruice: their 
Villany goes againft my weake flomacke , and therefore 
I muft caft it vp. ExU, 

Enter Gower. 

Gower. Captaine Fluellen, you muft come prefently to 
60 the Mynes; the Duke of (iloucefter would fpeake with 
you. 

Flu. To the Mynes? Tell you the Duke, it is not fo 
good to come to the Mynes: for looke you, the Mynes 
is not according to the difciplines of the Warre; the con- 
cauities of it is not fufficient: for looke you, th'athuer- 
farie, you may difcuffe vnto the Duke, looke you, is dig^ 
himfelfe foure yard vnder the Countermines: by Che/hu, 
I thinke a will plowe vp all, if there is not better directi- 
ons. 
70 Gower. The Duke of Gloucefter, to whom the Order 
of the Siege is giuen, is altogether directed by an Irifh 
man, a very valiant Gentleman yfaith. 

Welch. It is Captaine Makmorrice, is it not? 

Gower. I thinke it be. 

Welch. By Chefhu he is an Affe, as in the World, 1 will 
verifie as much in his Beard: he ha's no more directions 
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Bardolfe Itole a Lute-cafe, carried it three mile, 

And fold it for three halfepence. 

Nim ftole a fire-fhouell, 

I knew by that, they meant to carry coales: 

Well, if they will not leaue me, 

I meane to leaue them. 

Exit Nim, Bardolfe, Piatoll, and Boy. 

Enter Gower, 
Gower. Captaine Flewellen you muft come ftrait 
69 To the Mines, to the Duke of Gloster. 

Flew. Looke you, tell the Duke it is not fo good [Ct 

To come to the Mines: the concuaueties is otherwife. 
You may difcuffe to the Duke, the enemy is digd 
Himfelfe fine yards vnder the countermines: 
By le/hu I thinke heel blow vp all, 
69 If there be no better direction. 
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in the true difciplines of the Warres, looke you, of the 
Roman difciplines, then is a Puppy-dog. 

Enter Makmorricef and Captaine lamy. 

Gouter, Here a comes, and the Scots Captaine, Captaine 
80 lamy, with him. 

Welch. Captaine lamy is a maruellous falorous Gen- 
tleman, that is certain, and of great expedition and know- 
ledge in th'aunchiant Warres, vpon my particular know- [78^ 
ledge of his directions: by Che/hu he will maintaine his 
Argument as well as any Militarie man in the World, in 
the difciplines of the Priftine Warres of the Romans. 

Scot. I fay gudday, Captaine Fluellen. 
90 Welch. Godden to your Worfhip, good Captaine 
lames. 

Gower. How now Captaine Mackmorrice, haue you 
quit the Mynes? haue the Pioners giuen o're? 

Iri/h. By Chrifh Law tifh ill done: the Worke ifh 
giue ouer, the Trompet found the Retreat. By my Hand 
I fweare, and my fathers Soule, the Worke ifh ill done: 
it ifh giue ouer: 1 would haue blowed vp the Towne, 
fo Chrifh faue me law, in an houre. tifh ill done, tifh ill 
done: by my Hand tifh ill done. 
100 Welch. Captaine Mackmorrice, I beleech you now, 
will you voutfafe me, looke you, a few difputations with 
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you , as partly touching or], concerning the difciplines of 
the Warre, the Roman Warres, in the way of Argument, 
^ooke you, and friendly communication: partly to fatisfie 
my Opinion, and partly for the fatisfaction, looke you, of 
my Mind: as touching the direction of the Militarie dif- 
cipline, that is the Point. 

Scot. It^fall be vary gud, gud feith, gud Captens bath, 
no and 1 fall quit you with gud leue, as I may pick occaHon: 
that fall 1 mary. 

Iri/h. It is no time to difcourfe, fo Chrifh faue me: 
the day is hot, and the Weather, and the Warres, and the 
King, and the Dukes: it is no time to difcourfe, the Town 
is befeech'd : and the Trumpet call vs to the breech , and 
we taike, and be Chrifh do nothing, tis fhame for vs all: 
fo God fa'me tis fhame to ftand ftiil, it is fhame by my 
lao hand: and there is Throats to be cut, and Workes to be 
done, and there ifh nothing done, lo Chrift fa'me law. 

Scot. By the Mes, ere theife eyes of mine take them- 
felues to flomber, ayle de gud feruice, or lie ligge i'th' 
grund for it; ay, or goe to death: and He pay't as valo- 
roufly as I may, that fal I fuerly do, that is the brefif and 
the long: mary, I wad full faine heard fome queftion 
tween you tway. 
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Welch. Captaine Macktnorrice , I thinke, looke yon, 
180 vnder your correction, there is not many of your Na- 
tion. 

Iri/h. Of my Nation? What ifli my Nation? Ifh a 
Villaine, and a Bafterd, and a Knaue, and a Rafcall. What 
ifh my Nation? Who talkes of my Nation? 

Welch, Looke you, if you take the matter otherwife 
then is meant, Captaine Mackmorrice ^ peraduenture I 
fhall thinke you doe not vfe me with that affabilitie, as in 
difcretion you ought to vfe me, looke you, being as good 
140 a man as your felfe, both in the difciplines of Warre, and 
in the deriuation of my Birth, and in other particula- 
rities. 

Iri/h, I doe not know you fo good a man as my felfe: 
fo Chrifh faue me, I will cut off your Head. 

Gower. Gentlemen both, you will miftake each other. 

Scot, A, that's a foule fault. A Farley. 

Gower, The Towne founds a Parley. 
i«o Welch, Captaine Mackmorrice^ when there is more 
better oportunitie to be required, looke you, J will be 
fo bold as to tell you, I know the difciplines of Warre: 
and there is an end. Exit, 
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Enter the King and his Lords alarum. 
King. How yet refolues the Gouernour of the Towne? 
This is the lateft parley weele admit : 
Therefore to our beft mercie ^ue your felues, 
Or like to men proud of deftruction, defie vs to our worft, 
For as I am a fouldier, a name that in my thoughts 
Becomes me beft, if we begin the battery once againe 
I will not leaue the halfe atcbieued Harflew, 
Till in her afhes fhe be buried, 
10 The gates of mercie are all fhut vp. 
42 What fay you, will you yeeld and this auoyd, 
Or guiltie in defence be thus deftroyd? 

Enter Gouernour. 
Gouer. Our expectation hath this day an end: 
The Dolphin whom of fuccour we entreated, 
Returnes vs word, his powers are not yet ready. 
To raife fo great a fiege: therefore dread King, 
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III. iii. Enter the King and all his Traine before the Gates. 
King, How yet refolues the Gouernour of the Towne? 

This is the lateft Parle we will admit: 

Therefore to our beft mercy giue your felues, [79a 

Or like to men prowd of deftruction, 

Defie vs to our worft: for as I am a Souldier, 

A Name that in my thoughts becomes me beft; 

If 1 begin the batt'rie once againe, 

I will not leaue the halfe-atchieued Harflew, 

Till in her afhes fhe lye buryed. 
10 The Gates of Mercy fhall be all fhut vp. 

And the flefh'd Souldier, rough and hard of heart, 

In libertie of bloody hand, fhall raunge 

With Confcience wide as Hell, mowing like Graffe 

Your frefh faire Virgins, and your flowring Infants. 

What is it then to me, if impious Warre, 

Arrayed in flames like to the Prince of Fiends, 

Doe with his fmyrcht complexion all fell feats, 

Enlynckt to waft and defolation? 

What is't to me, when you your felues are caufe, 
20 If your pure Maydens fall into the hand 

Of hot and forcing Violation? 

What Reyne can hold licentious Wickedneffe, 

When downe the Hill he holds his fierce Carriere? 
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Altirum. Enter the King and his Lords. 
King. How yet refolues the Gouernor of the Towne? 
This is the lateft parley weel admit; 
Therefore to our beft mercy giue your felues, 
Or like to men proud of deftruction, defie vs to our worft, 
For as I am a fouldier, a name that in my thoughts 
Becomes me beft, if we begin the battery once againe, 
I will not leaue the halfe atchieued Harflew, 
Till in her afhes fhe be buried, 

10 The gates of mercy are all fhut ip. 

42 What fay you, will you yeeld and this auoid, 
Or guilty in defence be thus deftroid? 

Enter Gouernor. 
Gouer. Our expectation hath this day an end; 
The Dolphin, whom of fuccour we entreated, 
Retumes vs word, his powers are not yet ready 
To raife fo great a fiege; therefore dread King, 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

We may as bootlefTe fpend our vaine Command 

Vpon th'enraged Souldiers in their fpoyle. 

As fend Precepts to the Leuiathan^ to come afhore. 

Therefore, you men of Harflew, • 

Take pitty of your Towne and of your People, 

Whiles yet my Souldiers are in my Command, 
30 Whiles yet the coole and temperate Wind of Grace 

O're-blowes the filthy and contagious Clouds 

Of headly Murther, Spoyle and Villany. 

If not : why in a moment looke to fee 

The blind and bloody Souldier, with foule hand 

Defire the Locks of your fhrill-fhriking Daughters: 

Your Fathers taken by the filuer Beards, 

And their moft reuerend Heads dafht to the Walls: 

Your naked Infants fpitted vpon Pykes, 

Whiles the mad Mothers, with their howles confus'd, 
^ Doe breake the Clouds; as did the Wines of lewry, 

At Herods bloody-hunting flaughter-men. 

What fay you? Will you yeeld, and this auoyd ? 

Or guiltie in defence, be thus deftroy'd. 

Enter Gouemour. 
Gouer. Our expectation hath this day an end : 
The Dolphin, whom of Succours we entreated, 
Retumes vs, that his Powers are yet not ready, 
To rayfe fo great a Siege: Therefore great King, 
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We yeeld our towne and Hues to thy foft mercie; 
Enter our gates, difpofe of vs and ours, 
60 For we no longer are defeniiue now. 

III.iT. Enter Katherine, Allice. 

Kate, Alliee Tenecia, tous aues cates en, 
Vou parte fort bon Angloys englatara, 
6 Goman fae palla vou la main en fraucoy. 

Alliee, La main madam de han. [Gt* 

12 Kate. E da bras. 

AUice, De arm a madam. 

Kate, Le main da han la bras de arma. 

AUice, Owye madam. 

Kate. E Goman fa pella vow la menton a la coll. 

AUice, De neck, e de cin, madam. 

Kate. E de neck, e de cin, e de code. 

AUice. De cudie ma foy le oblye, mais le remembre, 
Le tude, o de elbo madam. 

Kate. Ecowte le reberfera, towt cella que lac apoandre, 
De han, de arma, de neck, du cin, e de bilbo. 
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We yeeld our Towne and Liues to thy foft Mercy: 
Enter our Gates, difpofe of vs and ours, 
50 For we no longer are defenfible. 

King, Open your Gates: Gome Vnckle Exeter, 
Goe you and enter Harflew; there remaine. 
And fortifie it ftrongly 'gainft the French: 
Vfe mercy to them all for vs, deare Vnckle. 
The Winter commiug on, and Sickneffe growing 
Vpon our Souldiers, we will retyre to Calis. 
To night in Harflew will we be your Gueft, 
To morrow for the March are we addreft. 

Flouri/hf and enter the Towne. 

III. iv. Enter Katherine and an old Gentlewoman. 

Kathe. Alice, tu as ejle en Angleterre, dt tu bien parlas 
le Language. 

Alice. En peu Madame 

Kath. le te prie nt'enftgniez, il fatU que ie apprend a par- 
len: Comient appelle vous le main en Anglois? 

Alice. Le main il dt appelle de Hand. 
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We yeeld our towne and Hues to thy foft mercy: 
Enter our gates, difpofe of vs and ours, 
60 For we no longer are defeniiue now. 

n.iy. Enter Katherine and Alice, 

Kate. Alice yenecia vous aues cates en, 
" Vou parte fort bon Angloys englatara, 
6 Coman fae palla vou la main en francoy. 

Alice. La main madam de ban. [Gt* 

12 KaU. E da bras. 

Alice. De arm a madam. 
Kate, Le main da ban la bras de arma, 
Alice. Owye Madam. 

Kate. E Coman fa pella tow la menton a la coll. 
Alice. De neck, e de cin, Madam. 
Kate. E de neck, e de cin, e de code. 
Alice. De cudie ma foy le oblye, mais le remembre, 
Le tude, o de elbo Madam. 

Kate. Ecowte le reberfera, towt cella que lac apoandre, 
De ban, de arma, de neck, du cin, e de bilbo. 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Kath. Le Hand. [79 b 

Alice. E le dayts. 

Kat. Le doyte, ma foy le oublie, e doyt mays, ie me/ouemeray 
11 le doyts ie pen/e qWils ont appelle de fingres, ou de fingres. 

Alice. Le main de Hand, le doyts le Fingres, ie penfe que ie 
fuis le bon efcholier. 

Kath. Pay gaynie diux mots d^Anglois vijlement, coment 
appelle vous le ongles? 

Alice. Le ongles, les appeUons de Nayles. 

Kath. De Nayles e/coute: dites moy, fi ie parle bien: de 
Hand, de Fingres, e de Nayles. 
20 Alice. Oeft bien diet Madame, il <£r fort bon Anglois. 

Kath. Dites moy V Anglois pour le bras. 

Alice. De Arme, Madame. 

Kath. E de coudee. 

Alice. D'Elbow. 

Kath. D* Elbow: Ie men fay le repiticio de touts les mots 
que vous maves, apprins des a prefent. 

Alice, n dt trop difficile Madame, eomme Ie penfe. 

Kath. Excufe moy Alice efcoute, d'Hand, de Fingre, de 
1 Nayles, d^Arma, de BUbow. 
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32 Allice, De elbo madam. 

Kate. lefu, lea obloye ma foy, ecoute le recontera 
De ban, de arma, de neck, de cin, e de elbo, e ca bon. 
40 Allice, Ma foy madam, ^ow parla au fe bon Angloys 
A fie vous aues ettue en Englatara. 
Kate, Par la grace de deii an pettie tanes, le parle milleur 
63 Coman fe pella vou le peid e le robe. 
Alliee. Le foot, e le con. 

Kate, Le fot, e le con, 6 lefu/ le ne vew poinct parle, 
Sie plus deuant le che cheualires de franca. 
Pur one million ma foy. 
AUice. Madam, de foote, e le con. 
Kate, et ill aufie, ecowte Alliee, de ban, de arms, 
60 De neck, de cin, le foote, e de con. 
Alliee, Get fort bon madam. 
Kate. Aloues a diner. 

Exit omnes. 

III. V. Enter King of France Lord Conjlahle, the Dolphin, 

and Burbon. 

King. Tis certaine he is paft the Riuer Some. 

Con. Mordeu ma via: Shall a few fpranes of vs. 
The emptying of our fathers luxerie, [Ci 

Outgrow their grafters. 

The Ufe of Henry ihe Fift (Fi). =— 

Alice. D'Elhow, Madame. 

Kath. Seigneur Dieu, ie men oublie d*ElhoWy coment ap- 
pelle vous le col. 

Alice. De Nicky Madame. 

Kath. De Nick, e le menton. 

Alice. De Chin. 

Kath. De Sin: le col de Nicky le menton de Sin. 
40 Alice. Guy. Sauf voftre honneur en verite vous pronoun- 
cies les mots aufi droict, que le Natifs d'Angleterre. 

Kath. Ie ne doute point d^apprendre par de grace de Dieu, 
dk en peu de temps. 

Alice. Naue vos y defia oublie ce que ie vous a enfignie. 

Kath. Nome ie recitera a vous promptement, d'Hand, de 
FingrCy de Maylees. 

Alice. De NayleSy Madame. 
60 Kath. De NayleSy de Arme, de Ilbow. 

Alice. Sans voftre honeus d'Elbow. 

Kath. Ainjt deie d^ Elbow, de Nicky dt de Sin: coment ap- 
pelle vous les pied dk de roba. 

Alice. Le Foot Madame, db le Count. 
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32 Alice. De elbo Madam. 

Kate. lefu, lea obloye ma foy, ecoute le recontera 
De ban, de arma, de neck, de cin, e de elbo, e ca bon. 
40 Alice. May foy Madam, vou parla au fe bon Angloy, 
Afie vous aues ettue en Englatara. 

Kate. Par la grace de deu an petty tanes. le parle milleur 
63 Coman fe pella vou le peid e le robe. 
Alice. Le foot, e le con. 

Kate. Le foot, e le con, lefu! le ne veu poinct parle, 
Sie plus deuant le che cheualires de franca, 
Pur one million ma foy. 
Alice. Madam, de foote, e le con. 
Kate. et ill aufie, ecoute Alice, de ban, de arma, 
60 De neck, de cin, le foote, e de con. 
Alice. Get fort bon Madam. 
Kate. A loues a diner. 

Exit omnes. 

III. V. Better King of France, Lord Ckmjlahle, the 

Dolphin, and Bourbon. 
King. Tis certaine he is paft the Riuer Some. 
Con. Mordeu ma via: Shall a few fpranes of vs. 
(The emptying of our fathers luxery) 
Outgrow their grafters. [C* 
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Kath. Le Foot, dble Count: Seignieur Dieu, il font le 
mots de /on mauvais corruptible groffe dk impudique, dk non 
pour le Dames de Honeur d^vfer: le ne voudray pronouncer ce 
mots deuant le Seigneurs de France, pour toute le monde, fo le 
60 Foot dt le Count, neant moys, le recitera vn aiUrefoys ma lecon 
en/embe, d^Hand, de Fingfe, de Nayles, d*Arme, d*Elbou>, de 
Nick, de Sin, de Foot, le Count. 
Alice. Excellent, Madame. 

Kath. Ceft off es pour vne foyes, alons nous a diner. 

Exit. 
^- V. Enter the King of France, the Dolphin, the 

Conftable of France, and others. 
King. 'Tis certaine he hath paft the Riuer Some. 
Conft. And if he be not fought withall, my Lord, 
Let vs not Hue in France: let vs quit all. 
And giue our Vineyards to a barbarous People. 

Dolph. Dieu viuant: Shall a few Sprayes of vs. 
The emptying of our Fathers Luxurie, 
Our Syens, put in wilde and fauage Stock, 
Spirt vp fo luddenly into the Clouds, 
And ouer-looke their Grafters P 6 
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10 Bur, Normanes, bafterd Normanes, mor du 

And if they palTe vxifoaghtT with all, 

He fell my Dukedome for a foggy farme 

In that fbort nooke He of England. 

Conjl. Why whence haue they this mettail? 

Is not their clymate, raw foggy and colde. 

On whom as in difdaine, the Sunne lookes pale? 

Can barley broath, a drench for fwolne lades 
30 Their lodden water decockt fuch liuely blood P 

And fball our quick blood fpirited with wine 

Seeme frofty? for honour of our names, 

Let Ys not hang like frozen licefickles 
34 Vpon our houfes tops, while they a more frofty clymate 

Sweate drops of youthfull blood. 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

10 Brit. Noimans, but baftard Normans, Norman baftards: 

Mort du ma vie, if they march along 

Vnfought withall, but I will fell my Dukedome, 

To buy a flobbry and a durtie Farme [80" 

In that nooke-fbotten He of 'Albion. 

ConJl. Dieu de Battailes, where haue they this mettell? 

Is not their Clymate foggy, raw, and dull? 

On whom, as in defpight, the Sunne lookes pale, 

Killing their Fruit with frownes. Can fodden Water, 

A Drench for fur-reyn'd lades, their Barly broth, 
30 Decoct their cold blood to fuch valiant heat? 

And fhall our quick blood, fpirited with Wine, 

Seeme froftie? 0, for honor of our Land, 

Let vs not hang like roping ITyckles 

Vpon our Houfes Thatch, whiles a more froftie People 

Sweat drops of gallant Toutb in our rich fields : 

Poore we call them, in their Natiue Lords. 

Dolphin, By Faith and Honor, 

Our Madames mock at vs, and plainely fay. 

Our Mettell is bred out, and they will giue 

30 Their bodyes to the Luft of Englilh Youth, 

To new-ftore France with Baftard Warriors. 

Brit. They bid vs to the Englifh Dancing-Schooles, 
And teach Laudta's high, and fwift Carranto's, 
Saying, our Grace is onely in our Heeles, 
And that we are moft loftie Run-awayes. 
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10 Bur. Normanes, baftard Normanes, mor du, 

And if they paffe vnfought withall, 

lefell my Dukedome for a foggy Farme 

In that fhort nooke He of England. 

Con, Why whence haue they this mettall? 

Is not their Climate raw, foggy, and cold. 

On whom, as in difdaine, the Sunne lookes pale? 

Can barley broth, a drench for fwolne lades, 
20 Their fodden water decockt fuch liuely blood? 

And fhall our quicke blood, fpirited with wine, 

Seerae frofty? for honour of our names, 

Let vs not hang like frozen Icefickles 
24 Vpon our houfes tops, while they (a more frofty Climate 

Sweate drops of youthfull blood. 
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King. Where is Montioy the Herald ? fpeed him hence. 
Let him greet England with our fharpe defiance. 
Vp Princes, and with fpirit of Honor edged. 
More fharper then your Swords, high to the field : 

40 Charles Delabreth, High Conftable of France, 
You Dukes of Orleanee, Burbon, and of Berry, 
Alanjbn, Brabant, Bar, and Burgonie, 
laques Chattiilion, Rambures, Vandemont, 
Beumont, Grand Free, Rouffi, and Faulconbridge, 
Loys, Lejlrale, Bouciquall, and Charaloyes, 
High Dukes, great Princes, Barons, Lords, and Kings; 
For your great Seats, now quit you of great Thames: 
Barre Harry England, that fweepes through our Land 
With Penons painted in the blood of Harflew: 

60 Rufh on his Hoaft, as doth the melted Snow 
Vpon the Valleyes, whofe low Vaffall Seat, 
The Alpes doth fpit, and void his rhewme vpon. 
Goe downe vpon him, you haue Power enough. 
And in a Captiue Chariot, into Roan 
Bring him our Prifoner. 

Const. This becomes the Great. 
Sorry am I his numbers are fo few. 
His Souldiers fick, and famifht in their March: 
For I am fure, when he fhall fee our Army, 
Hee'le drop his heart into the finck of feare, 
«o And for atchieueraent, offer vs his Ranfome. 
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. «i King. Conftable difpatch, fend Montioy forth, 
To know what willing raunfome he will giue? 
Sonne Dolphin you fhall ftay in Rone with me. 
Dol. Not fo I do befeech your Maieftie. 
King, Well, I fay it fhalbe fo. 

Exeunt omnes. 

Ill.vi. Enter Gower. 

Oo, How now Captain Flewellen, come you fro the bridge? 

Flew. By lefus thers excellet feruice comitted at y bridge. 

Gour. Is the Duke of Exeter fafe ? 

Flew. The duke of Exeter is a mS whom I loue, & I honor, 
9 And I worfbip, with my foule, and my heart, and my life. 

And my lands and my liuings. 

And my vttermoft powers. 

The Duke is looke you, 

God be praifed and pleafed for it, no harme in the worell. 

He is maintain the bridge very gallently : there is an Enfigne 
There, I do not know how you call him, but by lefus I think [Ci 
He is as valient a man as Marhe Anthonie^ he doth maintain 
the bridge moft gallantly: yet he is a man of no reckoning: 



But I did fee him do gallant feruice. 
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King. Therefore Lord Conftable, haft on Montioy, 
And let him fay to England, that we fend. 
To know what willing Ranfome he will giue. 
Prince Dolphin, you fhall ftay with vs in Roan. 

Dolph. Not fo, I doe befeech your Maieftie. 

King. Be patient, for you fhall remaine with vs. 
Now forth Lord Conftable, and Princes all. 
And quickly bring vs word of Englands fall. Exeunt. 

IILvi. Enter Captaines, Englifh and Welch, Gower 

and Fluellen. 



I 



Gower. How now Captaine Fluellen, come you from 
the Bridge? 
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61 King, Conftable difpatcb, fend Montioy foorth, 
To know^what willing ranPome he will giue: 
Sonne Dolphin^ you Hi all ftay in Rhone with me. 
Dol. Not fo, 1 do befeech your Maiefty. 
King, Well, I fay it fhall be fo. 

Exeunt omnes. 

vi. Enter Gower and Flewellen. 

Gower. How now Captaine Flewellen^ 
Come you from the bridge? 

Flew. By lefus there's excellent feruice committed at 
the bridge? 

Gower. Is the Duke of Exeter fafe? 

Flew. The Duke of Exeter is a man whom I loue, 
And I honour, and I worfhip with my foule, 
9 And my heart, and my life, 
And my lands, and my linings, 
And my vttermoft powers. 
The Duke is looke you, 
God be praifed and pleafed for it. 
No harme in the worell. 

He is maintaine the Bridge very gallantly: [C** 

There is an Enfigne there, 
I do not know how you call him, 

But by lefhu I thinke he is as valiant as Marke Anthony, 
He doth maintaine the Bridge moft gallantly; 
Yet he is a man of no reckoning; 
But I did fee him do gallant feruice* 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Flu. I affure you, there is very excellent Seruices com- 
mitted at the Bridge. 

Gower. Is the Duke of Exeter fafe? 

Flu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as Aga- 
memnon, and a man that I loue and honour with my foule, [80b 
and my heart, and my dutie, and my Hue, and my lining, 
10 and my vttermoft power. He is not, God be prayfed and 
bleffed, any hurt in the World, but keepes the Bridge 
moft valiantly, with excellent difcipline. There is an aun- 
chient Lieutenant there at the Pridge, I thinke in my very 
confcience hee is as valiant a man as Marke Anthony, and 
hee is a man of no eftimation in the World, but I did fee 
him doe as gallant feruice. 
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Gouer. How do you call him? 
FUw, His name is ancient Pistoll. 
30 Gouer. I know him not. 

Enter Ancient Piltoll. 

Flew. Do you not know him, here comes the man. 

Fist. Captaine, I thee befeech to do me fauour, 
The Duke of Exeter doth loue thee well. 

Flew. I, and I praife God I haue merrited fome loue at 

(his hands. 

Pist. Bardolfe a fouldier, one of buxTome valour, 
Hath by furious fate 
And giddy Fortunes fickle wheele, 
80 That Godes blinde that ftands vpon the rowling reftlelTt 

(ftone. 

Flew. By your patience ancient PisUdl, 
Fortune, looke you is painted, 
Plind with a mufler before her eyes. 
To fignifie to you, that Fortune is plind: 
And fhe is moreouer painted with a wheele. 
Which is the morall that Fortune is turning. 
And inconftant, and yariation; and mutabilities: 
And her fate is fixed at a fphericall Itone 
Which roules, and roules, and roules: 
Surely the Poet is make an excellet defcriptio of Fortune. 

40 Fortune looke you is and excellent morall. 
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Gower. What doe you call him? 
Flu. Hee is call'd aunchient PificU. 
30 Gower. I know him not. 

Enter Pijloll. 

Flu. Here is the man. 

nji. Captaine, I thee befeech to doe me fauours: the 
Duke of Exeter doth loue thee well. 

Flu. I, I prayfe God, and I haue merited fome loue at 
his hands. 

Fiet. Bardolph, a Souldier firme and found of heart, 
f^nd of buxome valour, hath by cruell Fate, and giddie 
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Gouer. How do you call him? 
Flew, His name is ancient Pistoll, 
30 Gouer. I know him not. 

EnUr Ancient Fietoll. 
Flew, Do you not know him, here comes the man. 
Fiat, Captaine, I thee befeech to do me a fauour, 
The Duke of Exeter doth loue thee well. 

Flew, I, and I praife God I haue merited fome loue at his 

hands. 
Fist, Bardolfe a fouldier, one of buxfome valour, 
Hath by furious fate, and giddy Fortunes fickle wheele. 

That God's blinde that ftands vpon the rowling reftleffe 
30 ftone. 

Flew, By your patience Ancient Pietoll, 

Fortune looke you is painted plinde, 

With a raufler before her eyes, 

To fignifie to you, that Fortune is plinde: 

And fhe is moreouer painted with a wheele, 

Which is the Morall that Fortune is turning, 

And inconftant, and variation, and mutabilities; 

And her fate is fixed at a fphericall ftone, 

Which rolles, and rolles, and rolles; 

Surely the Poet is make an excellent defcription of For- 
tune. 
40 Fortune looke you is an excellent Morall. 
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Fortunes furious fickle Wheele, that Goddeffe blind, that 

30 ftands vpon the rolling reftleffe Stone. 

Flu. By your patience, aunchient Pijloll: Fortune is 
painted blinde, with a Muffler afore his eyes, to fignifie 
to you, that Fortune is blinde; and fhee is painted alfo 
with a Wheele, to Hgnifie to you, which is the Morall of 
it, that fhee is turning and inconftant, and mutabilitie, 
and yariation: and her foot, looke you, is fixed vpon a 
Sphericall Stone, which rowles, and rowles, and rowles: 
in good truth, the Poet makes a molt excellent defcripti- 

40 on of it: Fortune is an excellent Morall. 
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III. Yi. 

Pist Fortune is Bardolfea foe, and frownes on him, 
For be hath ftolne a packs, and hanged mult he be: 
A damned death, let gallowes gape for dogs. 
Let man go free, and let not death bis windpipe ftop. 
But Exeter bath giuen the doome of death, [Di 

For packs of pettie price: 

Therefore go fpeake, the Duke will beare thy voyce, 
And let not Bardoifes vitall threed be cut, 
60 With edge of penny cord, and yile approach. 

Speake Captaine for bis life, and I will thee requite. 

Flew, Captain Pijioll, I partly vnderftand your meaning. 

Pist. Why then reioyce therefore. 

Flew. Certainly Antient Pijiol, tis not a thing to reioyce at. 

For if be were my owne brother, I would wifh the Duke 
To do his pleafure, and put him to executions: for look you, 
Difciplines ought to be kept, they ought to be kept. 

60 Pist. Die and be damned, and figa for thy friendfhip. 
Flew. That is good. 

Pist. The figge of Spaine within thy lawe. 
Flew. That is very well. 
Pist. I fay the fig within thy bowels and thy durty maw. 

Exit Pistoll. 
Fie. Captain Gour^ cannot you bear it lighten & thunder? 

Gour. Why is this the Ancient you told me of? 
I remember him now, he is a bawd, a cutpurfe. 
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Pijl. Fortune is Bardolphs foe, and frownes on him: 
for he hath ftolne a Pax, and hanged muft a be : a damned 
death: let Gallowes gape for Dogge, let man goe free, 
and let not Hempe his Wind -pipe fuffocate: but Exeter 
bath giuen the doome of death, for Pax of little price. 
Therefore goe Ipeake, the Duke will beare thy voyce; 
and let not Bardolphs vitall thred bee cut with edge of 
Penny -Cord, and vile reproach. Speake Captaine for 
60 his.Life, and I will thee requite. 

Flu. Aunchient PiJioU^ I doe partly vnderftand your 
meaning. 
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III. Yi. 

Pijl. Fortune is Bardolfea foe, and frownes'on him, 
For he hath ftolne a packs, and hangd muft he be; 
A damned death, let gallowes gape for dogs, 

Let man go free, and let not death his windpipe ftop. [Di 

But Exeter hath giuen the doome of death. 
For packs of petty price; 

Therefore go fpeake, the Duke will heare thy voice. 
And lei not Bardolfes vital 1 thred be cut, 
60 With edge of penny cord, and vile approach. 

Speake Captaine for his life, and I will thee requite. 

Flew, Captaine Piatoll^ I partly vnderftand your meaning. 

Fist. Why then reioyce therefore. 

FUw, Certainly Ancient Piatoll, 
Tis not a thing to reioyce at. 

For if he were my owne brother, I would wifh the Duke 
To do his pleafure, and put him to executions; 
For looke you, difciplines ought to be kept. 
They ought to be kept. 
60 Pisi, Die and be damned, and a fig for thy friendfbip. 

Flew, That is good. 

Fiji. The figge of Spaine within thy law. 

Flew. That is very well. 

Pist. I fay the fig within thy bowels & thy durty maw. 

Exit Pistoll. 

Flew. Captaine Gower, cannot you heare it lighten and 
thunder ? 

Gower. Why is this the Ancient you told me of? 
I remember him now, he is a bawd, a cut-purfe. 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

njl. Why then reioyce therefore. 

Flu. Certainly Aunchient, it is not a thing to reioyce 
at: for if, looke you, he were my Brother, I would defire 
the Duke to vfe his good pleafure, and put him to execu- 
tion; for difcipline ought to be vfed. 
60 Fiji. Dye, and be dam'd, and Figo for thy friendfhip. 

Flu. It is well. 

Pi/1. The Figge of Spaine. Exit. 

FIm. Very good. 

Gower. Why, this is an arrant counterfeit Rafcall, I 
remember him now: a Bawd, a Cut-purfe. 



Ill.yi. 
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Flew. By lefus heeis vtter as praue words ypon the bridge 
As you fbal] defire to fee in a fommers day, but its all one, 
What be hath fed to me, looke you, is all one. 

Go. Why this is a gull, a foole, a rogue that goes to the wars 
7a Onely to grace himfelfe at his returne to London: 

And fuch fellowes as he, 

Are perfect in great Commaunders names. 

They will learne by rote where feruices were done. 

At fuch and fuch a fconce, at fuch a breach, 

At fuch a conuoy: who came off brauely, who was fhot. 
Who difgraced, what termes the enemie ftood on. 
And this they con perfectly in phrafe of warre, 
80 Which they trick vp with new tuned oathes, d what a herd 
Of the Gene rails cut, and a horid fhout of the campe 

Will do among the foming bottles and alewafht wits [Di* 

Is wonderfull to be thought on: but you muft learne 

To know fuch flaunders of this age. 

Or elfe you may maruelloufly be miftooke. 

Flew. Certain captain Gower^ it is not the man, looke you. 
That I did take him to be: but when time fhall feme, 
I fhall tell him a litle of my deiires : here comes his Maieftie. 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
Flu. He affure you, a vtt'red as praue words at the 
Pridge, as you fhall fee in a Summers day: but it is yery 
well : what he ha's fpoke to me, that is well I warrant you, 
when time is feme. ' 

70 Gower. Why 'tis a Gull, a Foole, a Rogue, that now and 
then goes to the Warres, to grace himfelfe at his returne 
into London, vnder the forme of a Souldier: and fuch 
fellowes are perfit in the Great Commanders Names, and 
they will learne you by rote where Seruices were done; 
at fuch and fuch a Sconce, at fuch a Breach, at fuch a Con- 
uoy: who came off brauely, who was fhot, who dif- 
grac'd, what termes the Enemy ftood on; and this they 
conne perfitly in the phrafe of Warre: which they tricke 

80 vp with new-tuned Oathes: and what a Beard of the Ge- [81 » 
neralls Cut, and a horride Sate of the Campe, will doe a- 
mong foming Bottles, and Aie-walht Wits, is wonder- 
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Flew. By lefus he is vtter as praue words vpon the bridge 
As you fhall defire to fee is a fommers day; 
But tis all one, what he hath fed to me, 
Locke you, is all one. 

Gower. Why this is a gull, a foole, a rogue 
That goes to the wars onely to grace himfelfe 
70 At his retume to London: 
And fuch fellowes as he. 
Are perfect in great Commanders names. 
They will leame by rote where feruices were done, 
, At fuch and fuch a fconce, at fuch a breach. 
At fuch a conuoy, who came off brauely, who was fhot, [Di* 

Who difgraced, what termes the enemy ftood on. 
And this they con perfectly in phrafe of warre, 
80 Which they tricke vp with new tun'd oathes, 
And what a beard of the Generals cut. 
And a horrid fhout of the Campe 
Will do among the foming bottles and alewafht wits 
Is wonderfull to be thought on : but you muft learne 
To know fuch flanders of this age. 
Or elfe you may meruelloufly be miftooke. 

Flew. Certaine Captaine Gower^ it is not the man, 
Looke you, that I did take him to be: 
But when time fhall feme, I fhall tell him a little 
Of my delires: heere comes his Maiefty. 
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full to be thought on: but you muft leame to know fuch 
flanders of the age, or elfe you may be maruelloufly mi- 
ftooke. 

Flu. I tell you what, Captaine Gower: I doe perceiue 

hee is not the man that hee would gladly make fhew to 

the World hee is: if I finde a hole in his Coat, I will tell 

him my minde: hearke you, the King is comming, and I 

91 muft fpeake with him from the Fridge. 
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ULvi. 

Fnter King, Clarence, Glofter and others. 
»3 King, How now Flewellen, come you from the bridge? 
Flew, I and it fhall pleafe your Maieftie, 
There is excellent feruice at the bridge. 
King, What men haue you loft Flewellen? 
Flew. And it fhall pleafe your Maieftie, 
103 The partition of the aduerfarie hath bene great. 

Very reafonably great: but for our own parts, like you now, 
I thinke we haue loft neuer a man, vnleffe it be one 
For robbing of a church, one Barddfe, if your Maieftie 
Know the man, his face is fuH of whelkes and knubs. 
And pumples, and his breath blowes at his nofe 
110 Like a cole, fometiraes red, fometimes plew: 

But god be praifed, now his nofe is executed, d his fire out. 

King. We would haue all offenders fo cut off. 
And we here giue expreffe commaundment, 
That there be nothing taken from the villages but paid for. 
None of the French abufed. 
Or abraided with difdainfull language: 
For when cruelty and lenitie play for a Kingdome, 
lao The gentleft gamefter is the fooner winner. 

Enter French Herauld. 
Hera. You know me by my habit. 
Ki. Well the, we know thee, what fhuld we know of thee? 
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Drum and Colours, Enter the King and his 
poore Sotddiers, 
Flu. God pleffe your Maieftie. 

King. How now Fluellen, cam'ft thou from the Bridge? 
Flu. I, fo pleafe your Maieftie: The Duke of Exeter 
ha's very gallantly maintain'd the Pridge; the French is 
gone off, looke you, and there is gallant and moft praue 
paffages: marry, th'athuerfarie was haue poffeffion of 
the Pridge, but he is enforced to retyre, and the Duke of 
Exeter is Mafter of the Pridge: 1 can tell your Maieftie, 
101 the Duke is a praue man. 

King. What men haue you loft, Fluellen? 
Flu. The perdition of th'athuerfarie hath beene very 
great, reafonnable great: marry for my part, 1 thinke the 
Duke hath loft neuer a man, but one that is like to be exe- 
cuted for robbing a Church, one Bardciph, if your Male- 
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Enter King, Clarence j Glofter and others. 
98 King. How now Flewellen, come you from the bridge? 
Flew. I and it Ihall pleafe your Maiefty. 
There is excellent feruice at the bridge. 
King. What men haue you loft Flewellen? 
Flew. And it fhall pleafe your Maiefty, 
103 The partition of the aduerfary hath beene great, 
Very reafonably great, but for our owne parts, 
I thinke we haue loft neuer a man, vnleffe it be one 
For robbing of a Church, one Bardolfe, if your Maiefty 
Know the man, his face is full of whelks, and knubs, 
And pumples, and his breath blowes at his nofe 
110 Like a coale, fometimes red, fometimes plew ; 
But God be praifed, now his nofe is executed. 
And his fire out. 

King. We would haue all offenders fo cut off, 
And here we giue expreffe commandement. 
That there be nothing taken from the villages 
But paid for; none of the French abufed, 
Or vpbraided with difdainfull language: 
For when cruelty and lenity play for a Kingdome, 
120 The gentleft gamefter is the fooner winner. 

Enter the French Heratdd. [Di 

Herald, You know me by my habite. 
King. Well then, we know thee. 
What fhould we know of thee? 
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ftie know the man: bis face is all bubukles and whelkes, 
and knobs, and flames a fire, and his lippes blowes at his 
nofe, and it is like a coale of fire, fometimes plew, and 

110 fometimes red, but his nofe is executed, and his fire's 
out. 

King. Wee would haue all fuch offendors fo cut off: 
and we giue expreffe charge, that in our Marches through 
the Countrey, there be nothing compell'd from the Vil- 
lages; nothing taken, but pay'd for: none of the French 
vpbrayded or abufed in difdaineful Language; for when 
Leuitie and Crueltie play for a Kingdome, the gentler 

120 Gamefter in the fooneft Winner. 

Tucket. Enter Mountioy. 
Mountioy. You know me by my habit. 
King, Well then, I know thee: what fhall I know of 
thee? 
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Hera, My maifters minde. 
King. Vnfold it. 

Heral. Go thee vnto Harry of England, and tell liim, 
J27 Aduantage is a better fouldier then rafhneffe: 

Altho we did feeme dead, we did but Humber. [Dt 

Now we fpeake vpon our kue, and our voyce is imperiall, 
England Ihall repent her folly: fee her rafhnelTe, 
132 And admire our fufferance. Which to raunfome, 

His pettineffe would bow vnder: 
140 For the effufion of our blood, his army is too weaker 
For the difgrace we haue borne, himfelfe 
Kneeling at our feete, a weake and worthieffe fatiffaction. 
To this, adde defyance. So much from the king my maifter. 

King. What is thy name? we know thy qualitie. 

Herald. Montioy. 

King, Thou doft thy office faire, returne thee backe, 
And tell thy King, I do not feeke him now: 
But could be well content, without impeach, 
160 To march on to Callis: for to fay the footh, 
Though tis no wifdome to confeffe fo much 
Vnto an enemie of craft and vantage. 
My fouldiers are with fickneffe much infeebled, 
My Army leffoned, and thofe fewe I haue, 
Almoft no better then fo many French : 
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Mountioy, My Mafters mind. 
King. Vnfold it. 

Mountioy, Thus fayes my King: Say thou to Harry 
of England, Though we feem'd dead, we did but fleepe: 
Aduantage is a better Souldier then rafhneffe. Tell him, 
wee could haue rebuk'd him at Harflewe, but that wee 

130 thought not good to bruife an iniurie, till it were full 
ripe. Now wee fpeake vpon our Q. and our voyce is im- 
periall: England fhall repent his folly, fee his weake- 
neffe, and admire our lufferance. Bid him therefore con- 
fider of his ranfome, which muft proportion the loffes we 
haue borne, the fubiects we haue lolt, the difgrace we 
haue digefted; which in weight to re-anfwer, his petti- 
neffe would bow vnder. For our loffes, his Exchequer is 
too poore; for th'eflTufion of our bloud, the MuTter of his 

140 Kingdome too faint a number ; and for our difgrace , his 
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Her, My mafters minde. King. Vnfold it. 

Her. Go thee vnto Harry of England, and tell bim, 
127 Aduantage is a better fouldier then rafhnerfe: 

Although we did feeme dead, we did batjfl umber. 

Now we fpeake ypon our kue, d our yoyce is imperiall, 

England iThall repent her folly, fee her rafhneffe, 
132 And admire our fufferance. Which to ranfome, 

His pettineffe would bow ynder: 
140 For the effufion of our blood, his army is too weake; 

For the difgrace we haue borne, himfelfe kneeling 

At our feete, a weake and worthleffe fatisfaction. 

To this, adde defiance. 

So much from the King my Mafter. 
King. What is thy name? we know thy quality. 
Herald. Montioy. 
King, Thou doft thy office faire, retume thee backe, 

And tell thy King, I do not feeke him now; 

But could be well content, without impeach, 
160 To march on to Callis', for to fay the footh, 

(Though tis no wifedome to confeffe fo much 

Vnto an enemy of craft and yantage) 

My fouldiers are with HcknefTe much enfeebled, 

My Army leffened, and thofe few I haue, 

Almoft no better then fo many French: 
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owne perfon kneeling at our feet, bat a weake and worth- 
leffe fatisfaction. To this adde defiance: and tell him for 
conclufion, he hath betrayed his followers, whofe con- 
demnation is pronounc't: So farre my King and Mafter; 
fo much my Office. 

King. What is thy name? I know thy qualitie. [81* 

Mount. Mountioy, 

King. Thou doo'ft thy Office fairely. Turne thee back, 
And tell thy King, I doe not feeke him now, 
160 But could be willing to march on to Callice, 
Without impeachment: for to fay the footh. 
Though 'tis no wifdome to confeffe fo much 
Vnto an enemie of Craft and Vantage, 
My people are with nckneffe much enfeebled. 
My numbers leffen'd: and thofe few 1 haue, 
Almoft no better then fo many French; 
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Who when they were in heart, I tell thee Herauld, 
1 thought vpon one paire of Englifh ledges. 
Did march three French mens. 
160 Yet forgiue me God, that I do brag thus : 

This your heire of France hath blowne this vice in me. 
I muft repent, go tell thy maifter here I am, 
My raunfome is this frayle and worthleffe body. 
My Army but a weake and fickly guarde. 
Yet God before, we will come on. 

If France and fuch an other neighbour ftood in our way: 
If we may paffe, we will: if we be hindered, 
170 We fhal your tawny ground with your red blood difcolour. 
So Montioy get you gone, there is for your paines: 
The fum of all our anfwere is but this, 
We would not feeke a battle as we are; 
Nor as we are, we fay we will not fhun it. [Di* 

Herauld, I fhall deliuer To: thanks to your Maieftie. 

Glof. My Liege, I hope they will not come vpon vs now. 

King, c We are in Gods hand brother, not in theirs : 
To night we will encampe beyond the bridge, 
180 And on to morrow bid them march away. 

Ill.vii. Enter Burbon, Conftable, Orleance, Gebon. 

Conjl, Tut I haue the beft armour in the world. 
3 Orleance, You haue an excellent armour, 
But let my horfe haue his due. 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Who when they were in health, I tell thee Herald, 

I thought, vpon one payre of Englifh Legges 

Did march three Frenchmen. Yet forgiue me God, 
160 That I doe bragge thus; this your ayre of France 

Hath blowne that vice in me. I muft repent: 

Goe therefore tell thy Mafter, heere I am; 

My Ranfome, is this frayle and worthleffe Trunke ; 

My Army, but a weake and fickly Guard: 

Yet God before, tell him we will come on. 

Though France himfelfe, and fuch another Neighbor 

Stand in our way. There's for thy labour Mountioy, 

Goe bid thy Mafter well aduife himfelfe. 

If we may paffe, we will: if we be hindred, 
170 We fhall your tawnie ground with your red blood 

Difcolour: and fo Mountioy^ fare you well. 

The fumme of all our Anfwer ivS but this: 
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Who when they were in heart, I tell thee Herald, 
1 thought ypon one paire of Englifb legs, 
Did march three Frenchmens. 
160 Yet God forgiue me, that I do brag thas; 

Your aire of France hath blowne this yice in me. 
I muft repent, go tell thy Mafter here I am. 
My ranfome is this fraile and worthleffe body, 
My Army but a weake and Hckly guard. 

Yet God before we will come on, [Dt* 

If France and fuch another neighbor Itood in our way; 
If we may paffe, we will ; if we be hindered, 
17U We fhal your tawny groud with your red blood difcoldur 
So Montioy get you gone, there's for your paines: 
The Turn of all our anfwere is but this. 
We would not feeke a battle as we are; 
Nor as we are, we fay we will not fhun it. 

Herald, I fhall deliuer To; thanks to your Maiefty. 

Oloji. My Liege, I hope they will not come vpon ys 
now. 

King, We are in Gods hand brother, not in theirs; 
To night we will encampe beyond the bridge, 
181 And on to morrow bid them march away. Exit. 

Ill.vii. Enter Burbon, Con/lahle, Orleance, and Gebon. 

Con, Tut, I haue the belt armour in the world. 
3 Orleance. You haue an excellent armour. 
But let my horfe haue his due. 
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We would not feeke a Battaile as we are. 
Nor as we are, we fay we will not fhun it: 
So tell your Mafter. 

Mount. 1 fhall deliuer fo: Thankes to your High- 
iiefJe. 

Glouc. I hope they will not come ypon ys now. 

King. We are in Gods hand. Brother, not in theirs: 
March to the Bridge, it now drawes toward night, 
180 Beyond the Riuer wee'le encampe our felues. 

And on to morrow bid them march away. Exeunt, 

Ill.yii. Enter the Conjtable of France, the Lord Ramburs, 
Orleance, Dolphin, toith others. 
Conjl, Tut, I haue the beft Armour of the World: 
would it were day. 

Orleance. You haue an excellent Armour: but let my 
Horfe haue his due. 7 
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Burbon. Now you talke of a horfe, I baue a Iteed like the 
Palfrey of the fun notbing but pure ay re and fire, 

And hath none of this dull element of earth witbin him. 
20 Orleance. He is of the colour of the Nutmeg. 
Bur, And of the heate, a the Ginger. 
Tume all the fands into eloquent tongues, 
37 And my horfe is argument for them all: 
4a I once writ a Sonnet in the praife of my horfe. 
And began thus. Wonder of nature. 

Con. I haue heard a Sonnet begin fo, 
In the praife of ones Miftreffe. 

Burb. Why then did they immitate that 
Which I writ in praife of my horfe, 
For my horfe is my miftreffe. 

Con. Ma foy the other day, me thought 
ea Your miftreffe fhooke you fhrewdly. 
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Conjl. It is the beft Horfe of Europe. 

Orleance. Will it neuer be Morning? 

Bolph. My Lord of Orleance, and my Lord High Con- 
ftable, you talke of Horfe and Armour? 

Orleance. Tou are as well prouided of both, as any 
10 Prince in the World. 

Dolph. What a long Night is this? 1 will not change 
my Horfe with any that treades but on foure poftures: 
ch'ha: he bounds from the Earth, as if his entrayles were 
hayres: le Cheual volante^ the Pegafus, ches les narines de 
feu. When I beftryde him, I foare, I am a Hawke: he trots 
the ay re: the Earth fings, when he touches it: the bafeft 
home of his hoofe, is more MuHcall then the Pipe of 
Hermes. 
20 Orleance. Hee's of the colour of the Nutmeg. 

Dolph. And of the heat of the Ginger. It is a Beaft 
for PiBrfeus: hee is pure Ayre and Fire; and the dull Ele- 
ments of Earth and Water neuer appeare in him , but on- 
ly in patient ftillneffe while his Rider mounts him: hee 
is indeede a Horfe, and all other lades you may call 
Beafts. 

ConJl. Indeed my Lord, it is a moft abfolute and ex- [82a 
cellent Horfe. 
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Ill.vii. 

Bur, Now you taike of a horfe, 
1 haue a fteed like the Palfrey of the funne, 
Nothing but pure aire and fire, 

And hath none of this dull element of earth within him. 
'iu Orleance, He is of the colour of the Nutmeg. 
Bur, And of the heate of the Ginger. 
Turne all the fands into eloquent tongues, 
37 And my horfe is argument for them ail: 
4*2 1 once writ a Sonnet in the praife of my horfe, 
And began thus, Wonder of nature. 

Con, I haue heard a Sonnet begin fo, 
In the praife of ones Miftreffe. 

Bur, Why then did they imitate 
That which I writ in praife of my horfe. 
For my horfe is my Miftreffe. 

Con. Ma foy the other day, me-thought 
62 Your Miftreffe fhooke you fhrewdly. 
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Dolph, it is the Prince of Palfrayes, his Neigh is like 
the bidding of a Monarch, and bis countenance enforces 
31 Homage. 

Orleance, No more Goufin. 

Dolph, Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot from 
the riling of the Larke to the lodging ol the Lambe, 
varie deferued prayfe on my Palfray: it is a Theame as 
fluent as the Sea: Turne the Sands into eloquent tongues, 
and my Horfe is argument for them all : 'tis a fubiect 
for a Soueraigne to reafon on, and for a Soueraignes So- 
40 ueraigne to ride on: And for the World, familiar to vs, 
and vnknowne, to lay apart their particular Functions, 
and wonder at him, I once writ a Sonnet in his prayfe, 
and began thus. Wonder of Nature, 

Orleance, I haue heard a Sonnet begin fo to ones Mi- 
ftreffe. 

Dolph, Then did they imitate that which I compos'd 
to my Courfer, for my Horfe is my Miftreffe. 

Orleance. Your Miftreffe beares well. 

Dolph, Me well, which is the prefcript prayfe and per- 
50 fection of a good and particular Miftreffe. 

Conji, Nay, for me thought yefterday your Miftreffe 
fhrewdly fhooke your back. 



100 The Chronicle Bistorie of Henry the ftft (Qi). 

m.vii. 

M Bur. I bearing me. I tell thee Lord Oonrtable, 
My miftrefTe weares her owne haire. 

Con. I could make as good a boaft of that, 
If I bad bad a low to my miftreffe. 
Bur. Tut thou wilt make vfe of any thing. 
71 Con. Yet I do not vie my horfe for my miftreffe. 
86 Bur. Will it neuer be morning? 
lie ride too morrow a mile, 
And my way fhalbe paued with Englifh faces. 

Con. By my faith fo will not I, [Dt 

For feare I be outfaced of my way. 
Bur. Well ile go arme my lelfe, hay. 
Gebon. The Duke of Burbon longs for morning 
Or. I be longs to eate the Englifh. 
100 Con. I thinke.heele eate all he killes. 
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Dciph. So perhaps did yours. 

Conjl. Mine was not bridled. 

Dolph. then belike fhe was old and gentle, and you 
rode like a Kerne of Ireland, your French Hofe off, and in 
your ftrait Stroffers. 

Conji. Tou haue good iudgement in Horfeman- 
Ihip. 
60 Dolph. Be warn'd by me then: they that ride fo, and 
ride not warily, fall into foule Boggs: I had rather haue 
my Horfe to my Miftreffe. 

ConJl. I had as liue haue my Miftreffe a lade. 

Ddph. I tell thee Conftable, my Miftreffe weares his 
owne hayre. 

Conjl. I could make as true a boaft as that, if I bad a 
Sow to my Miftreffe. 

Dolph. Le chien eft retoume a /on propre vemiffement eft 
70 la leuye lauee au bourbier: thou mak'ft vfe of any thing. 

ConJi. Yet doe I not vfe my Horfe for my Miftreffe, 
or any fuch Prouerbe, fo little kin to the purpofe. 

Ramb. My Lord Conftable, the Armour that I faw in 
your Tent to night, are thofe Starres or Sunnes vpon it? 

Conjl. Starres my Lord. 
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64 Bur, I, bearing me. I tell thee Lord ConTtable, [Ds 

My Mirtreffe weares her owne haire. 

Con. I could make as good a boaft of that, 
If I had a Sow to my Miftreffe. 

Bur, Tut, thou wilt make yfe of any thing. 
71 Con. Yet I do not vie my horfe for my MiTtreffe. 
86 Bur. Will it neuer be morning? 
He ride too morrow a mile. 
And my way fhall be paued with englifh faces. 

Con. By my faith fo will not I, 
For feare I be out-faced of my way. 

Bur. Well, ile go arme my felfe; hay. Exit. 

Gebon, The Duke of Burbon longs for morning. 
Orleance, I, he longs to eate the Englifh. 
100 Con. I thinke hee'I eate all he kils. 
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Dolph, Some of them will fall to morrow, I hope. 

ConJ^. And yet my Sky fhall not want. 

Dolph, That may be, for you beare a many fuperflu- 
80 oufly, and 'twere more honor Tome were away. 

Conjt. Eu'n as your Horfe beares your prayfes, who 
would trot as well, were fome of your bragges difmoun- 
ted. 

Dolph, Would I were able to loade him with his de- 
fert. Will it neuer be day? I will trot to morrow a mile, 
and my way fhall be paued with Englifh Faces. 

Conjl, I will not fay fo, for feare I fhould be fac't out 
90 of my way: but I would it were morning, for I would 
faine be about the eares of the Englifh. 

Bamb. Who will goe to Hazard with me for twentie 
Prifoners ? 

Conji, You muft firft goe your felfe to hazard, ere you 
haue them. 

Dolph. 'Tis Mid-night, lie goe arme my felfe. Exit, 

Orleance, The Dolphin longs for morning. 

B^mib. He longs to eate the Englifh. [82 1 

100 Conft. I thinke he will eate all he kills. 
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IILrii. 

198 Orle, peace, ill will neuer laid well. 
Con. lie cap that prouerbe, 
With there is flattery in friend Ihip. 

Or. fir, I can anTwere that, 
With giue the diuel his due. 
139 Con, Haue at the eye of that prouerbe, 
With a logge of the diuel. 

Or, Well the Duke of Burbon, is fimply. 
The moft active Gentleman of France. 

Con. Doing his actiuitie, and heele ftil be doing. 
Or. He neuer did hurt as I heard off. 
Con. No I warrant you, nor neuer will. 
112 Or. I hold him to be exceeding valiant. 

Can. I was told fo by one that knows him better thS you 

Or. Whofe that? 

Con. Why he told me fo himfelfe: 
And faid he cared not who knew it. 
93—6 Or. Well who will go with me to hazard, 
For a hundred Englifh prifoners? 

Con. You muft go to hazard your felfe. 
Before you haue them. 
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Orleance. By the white Hand of my Lady, hee's a gal- 
lant Prince. 

Conji. Sweare by her Foot, that fhe may tread out the 
Oath. 

Orleance. He is fimply the moft actiue Gentleman of 
France. 

ConJi. Doing is actiuitie, and he will fi;ill be doing. 

Orleance. He neuer did harme, that I heard of. 
110 ConJl. Nor will doe none to morrow: hee will keepe 
that good name ftill. 

Orleance. I know him to be valiant. 

Conft. I was told that, by one that knowes him better 
then you. 

Orleance. What's hee? 

Confi. Marry hee told me lo himfelfe, and hee fayd hee 
car'd not who knew it. 
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128 Orlean. peace, ill will neuer faid well. 
Ck>n. He cap that Prouerbe, * 

With there's flattery in friendfhip. 
Orle. fir, I can anfwer that, 
With giue the Diuell his due. 

129 Con. Haue at the eye of that Prouerbe, 
With a iogge of the Diuell. 

Orle. Well, the Duke of Burbon is fimply 
The moft actiue Gentleman of France, 

Con. Doing his actiuity, and hee'l ftill be doing. 

Orle, He neuer did hurt as 1 heard off. 

Con. No I warrant you, nor neuer will. 
112 Orle. I hold him to be exceeding valiant. 

Con. I was told lo by one that knowes him better then 
you. 

Orle. Whole that? 

Con, Why he told me lo himfelfe. 
And faid he cared not who knew it. 
93— « Orle. Well, who will go with me to hazard, 
For a hundred Englifh prifoners? 

Con. You muft go to hazard your felfe, 
Before you haue them. [D«* 
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Orleance. Uee needes not, it is no hidden vertue in 
him. 
120 Const. By my faith Sir, but it is: neuer any body faw 
it, but his Lacquey: 'tis a hooded valour, and when it 
appeares, it will bate. 

Orleance. Ill will neuer fayd well. 

Conjl. 1 will cap that Prouerbe with , There is flatterie 
in frieudfhip. 

Orleance. And 1 will take vp that with, Giue the Deuill 
his due. 

Con/l. Well plac't: there ftands your friend for the 
Deuill: haue at the very eye of that Prouerbe with, A 
180 Pox of the Deuill. 

Orleance, You are the better at Prouerbs, by how much 
a Fooles Bolt is foone fhot. 
JUConst, You haue fhot ouer^ 

Orleance. 'Tis uot the firft time you were ouer-fhot. 
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Enter a MefjCfnger, 
Meff, My Lords, the Englirh lye within a hundred 
Paces of your Tent. 
18S Con, Who hath meafured the ground? 
Meff, The Lord Oranpeere, 
Con, A yaliant man, a.a^ expert Gentleman. 
Gome, come away: 
The Sun is hie, and we weare out the day. Exit omnee. 
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Enter a Meffenger, 

Meff, Idj Lord high Gonftable, the Englifh lye within 
fifteene hundred paces of your Tents. 

Conft, Who hath meafurM the ground? 

Meff, The Lord Grandpree, 

Confl, A yaliant and moft expert Gentleman. Would 
it were day? Alas poore Harry of England: hee longs 
140 not for the Dawning, as wee doe. 

Orleance, What a wretched and peeuifh fellow is this 
King of England, to mope with his fat-brain'd followers 
fo farre out of his knowledge. 

Conft, If the Englifh had any apprehenlion, they 
would runne away. 

Orleance. That they lack : for if their heads had any in- 
tellectual! Armour, they could neuer weare fuch heauie 
Head- pieces. 

Ranib, That Uand of England ' breedes yery yaliant 
160 Creatures; their Maftiffes are of ynmatchable cou- 
rage. 



The Chronicle History of Henry the flft (Qs). 105 

III. vii. 

Enter a Me/yenger. 

Meff, My Lords, tbe Englifh lie within a hundred 

Paces of your Tent. 

ISO Con. Who hath meafured the ground? 

Ueff. The Lord Granpeere. 

Con, A valiant man, an expert Gentleman. 

Come, come away, 

The Sun is hie, and we weare out the day. Exit omnea. 
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Orleance, Foolifh Curres, that runne winking into 
the mouth of a Ruffian Beare, and haue their heads crufht 
like rotten Apples: you may as well fay, that's a valiant 
Flea, that dare eate bis breakefalt on tbe Lippe of a 
Lyon. 

Conft. luft, iuft: a^ the men doe fympatbize with 

tbe Maftiffes, in robuftious and rough comming on, 

leaning their Wits with their Wiues: and then giue 

160 them great Meales of Beefe, and Iron and Steele; they 

will eate like Wolues, and fight like Deuils. 

Orleance. I, but thefe Englifh are fhrowdly out of [83" 
Beefe. 

ConH. Then fhall we finde to morrow, they haue only 
ftomackes to eate, and none to fight. Now is it time to 
arme: come, fhall we about it? 

Orleance. It is now two a Clock: but let me fee, by ten 
Wee fhall haue each a hundred Englifh men. Exeunt. 



IV. 
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IV. Actus Tertius. 



Chorus. 

Now entertaine conjecture of a time, • 

When creeping Murmure and the porinpj Darke 

Fills the wide Veffell of the Vniuerfe. 

From Camp to Camp, through the foule Womb of Night 

The Humrae of eyther Army frilly founds; 

That the fixt Centinels almost receiue 

The fecret Whifpers of each others Watch. 

Fire anfwers fire, and throuffh their paly flames 

Each Battaile fees the others vmber'd face. 

10 Steed threatens Steed, in high and boaftfull Neighs 
Piercing the Nights dull Fare: and from the Tents, 
The Armourers accomplifhing the Knights, 
With bufie Hammers clofing Riuets vp, 
Giue dreadfull note of preparation. 
The Countrey Cocks doe crow, the Clocks doe towie: 
And the third howre of drow/ie Morning nam'd, 
Prowd of their Numbers, and fecure in Soule, 
The confident and ouer-IuTtie French, 
Doe the low-rated Englifh play at Dice ; 

30 And chide the creeple-tardy-gated Night, 



IV. 
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Who like a foule and oufi:ly Witch doth limpe 

So tedioufly away. The poore condemned Englifh, 

Like Sacrifices, by their watchful! Fires 

Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 

The Mornings danger: and their gefture fad, 

Inuefting lanke-leaae Cheekes, and Warre-worne Goats, 

Prefented them vnto the gazing Moone 

So many horride Ghofts. now, who will behold 

The Royall Captaine of this ruin'd Band 

30 Walking from Watch to Watch, from Tent to Tent; 
Let him cry, Prayfe and Glory on his head : 
For forth he goes, and vifits all his Hoaft, 
Bids them good morrow with a modeft Smyle, 
And calls them Brothers, Friends, and Countreymen. 
Vpon his Royall Face there is no note. 
How dread an Army hath enrounded him; 
Nor doth he dedicate one iot of Colour 
Vnto the wearie and all-watched Night: 
But frefhiy lookes, and ouer-beares Attaint, 

40 With chearefull femblance, and fweet Maieftie: 
That euery Wretch, pining and pale before, 
Beholding him, plucks comfort from his Lookes. 
A LargeiXe yniuerrall, like the Sunne, 
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His liberal) Eye doth giue to euery one, 
Thawing cold feare, that meane and gentle all 
Behold, as may ynworthineffe define. 
A little touch of Harry in the Night, 
And fo our Scene moft to the Battaile flye: 
Where, for pitty, we fhall much difgrace, 
60 With foure or fiue mofk vile and ragged foyles, 
(Right ill difpos'd, in brawle ridiculous) 

The Name of Agincourt: Tet lit and fee, [83 1 

Minding true things, by what their Mock'ries bee. 

Exit, 

IV. i. Enter the King, Bedford, and Gloueejter. 

King. Glofter, 'tis true that we are in great danger. 
The greater therefore fhould our Courage be. 
God morrow Brother Bedford: God Almightie, 
There is forae foule of goodneffe in things euill. 
Would men obferuingly diftill it out. 
For our bad Neighbour makes ys early ftirrers. 
Which is both healthfull, and good husbandry. 
Befides, they are our outward Confciences, 
And Preachers to ys all; admonifhing, 
10 That we fhould dreffe ys fairely for our end. 
Thus may we gather Honey from the Weed, 
And make a Horall of the Diuell himfelfe. 
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The Ufe of Hmry the Fift (Fs). 
Enter Erpingham, 
Good morrow old Sir Iliomae Erpingham: 
A good foft Pillow for that good white Head, 
Were better then a churlifh turfe of France. 

Erping, Not fo my Liege, this Lodging likes me better. 
Since I may fay, now lye I like a King. 

King. 'Tis good for men to loue their prefent paines, 
ypon example, fo the Spirit is eafed: 
20 And when the Mind is quickned, out of doubt 
The Organs, though defunct and dead before, 
Breake vp their drowfie Graue, and newly moue 
With calted Hough, and frefh legeritie. 
Lend me thy Cloake Sir Thomas: Brothers both. 
Commend me to the Princes in our Campe; 
Doe my good morrow to them, and anon 
Defire them all to my Pauillion. 

Glojler. We Ihall, my Liege. 

Erping. Shall J attend your Grace? 

King, No, my good Knight: 
80 Goe with my Brothers to my Lords of England: 
I and my Bofome muft debate a while. 
And then I would no other company. 

Erping. The Lord in Heauen bleffe thee. Noble 
Harry. Exeunt. 

King. God a mercy old Heart, thou fpeakTt cheare- 
Miy. 
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.i. 

Efit^r the King difguifed, to him Piltoll. [D.. 

M PiBt. Ke ye la? 
King.] JA friend. 

Pijl. Difcus vnto me, art thou rientleman? 
Or art thou common, bafe, and popeler? 

King, No fir, I am a Gentleman of a Company. 
40 Pi9t, Trailes thou the puiffant pike? 
King, Euen fo fir. What are you? 
Pift. As good a gentleman as the Kmperour. 
King, then thou art better then the King? 
Pift, The kings a bago, and a hart of gold. 
Pift, A lad of life, an impe of fame: 
Of parents good, of fiTt moft valiant: 
I kis his durtieffhoe: and from my hart ftrings 
I loue the lonely bully. What' is thy name? 
King, Harry le Roy. 
Pi9t, Le Roy, a Comifh man: 
Art thou of Cornifh crew? 
Kin, No fir,!^I am a Wealchman. 
63 Pift, A Wealchman: knowft thou FleweUenf 
Kin, I fir, he is my kinfman. 
Pift, Art thou his friend? 
Kin, I fir. 
60 Pift, Figa for thee then: my name is Piftoll, 
Kin, It forts well with your fiercenelfe. 
Pift, Piftoll is my name. 

ExU Piftoll. 
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Enter Piftoll, 

Pift, Che V0U8 la? 

King. A friend. 

Pift, Difcuffe vnto me, art thou Officer, or art thou 
bafe, common, and popular? 

King, I am a Gentleman of a Company. 

Pift, TraylTt thou the puiffant Fyke? 

King, Kuen fo: what are you? 

Pift, As good a Gentleman as the Emperor. 

King, Then you are a better then the Rinf;. 

Pift, The King's a Bawcock, and a Heart of Gold, a 
Lad of Life, an Impe of Fame, of Parents good, of Fift 
moft valiant: I kiffe his durtie fhooe, and from heart- 
ftring I loue the lonely Bully. What is thy NameP 

King, Harry le Boy, 
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IV.i. 

Enter ihe King difguifed, to him Pistoll. 

36 Fijt. Ke ve la? 

King, A friend. 

Fiji. Difcus ynto me, art thou a gentleman? 
Or art thou common, hafe, and popeler? 

King, No fir, I am a Gentleman of a Company. 
40 Fiji, Trailes thou the puiffant Pike? 

King, Euen fo fir. What are you? 

Piet, As good a gentleman as the Emperor. 

King, then. thou art better then the King. 

Fiji, The Kings a bago, and a hart of gold, 
A lad of life, an impe of fame, 
Of parents good, of fift moft valiant: 
I kis his durty fhooe, and from my heart ftrings 
I loue the louely bully. What is thy nameP 

King, Harry le Roy. 

Fiji. Le Ray^ a Cornifh man; 
Art thou of Cornifh crew? 

King, No fir, I am a Welchman, 
sa Fiat, A Welchman; knowft thou Flewellenf 

King, 1 fir, he is my kinfman. 

Fiji, Art thou his friend? 

King. I fir. 
«o Fiji, Figa for thee then; my name is FiJMl, 

King. It forts well with your fiercenefle. 

Fiji. Fijioll is my name. Exit Fitioll, [D« 
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»o Fiji. Le Roy ? a Cornifh Name : art thou of Cornifh Crew ? 
King. No, I am a Welchman. 
Fiji. Know'ft thou Fluellen? 
King. Yes. 

Fiji, Tell him lie knock his Leeke about his Pate vpon 
S. Dauiee day. 

King. Doe not you weare your Dagger in your Cappe 
that day, leaft he knock that about yours. 

Fiji, Art thou his friend? [84* 

King. And his Kinfman too. 
o Fiji. The Figo for thee then. 

King. 1 thauke you: God be with you. 
Fi/i. My name is Fistol call'd. Exit. 

King. It forts well with your fierceneffe. 

Manet King. 



IV. i. 
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Enter Gawer and FleweUen, 
Oaur, Captaine FleweUen, 
Flew. In the name of lefu fpeake lewer. 
It is the greateft folly in the worell, when the auncient 
68 Prerogatiues of the warres be not kept. 

I warrant you, if you looke into the warres of the Romanes, 
You fhall finde no tittle tattle, nor bible bable there; 
But you fhall finde the cares, and. the feares, [D« 

And the ceremonies, to be otherwife. 
Gour, Why the enemy is loud: you heard him all night. 
80 Flew, Godes foUud, if the enemy be an Affe d a Foole, 
And a prating cocks- come, is it meet that we be alfo a foole, 
And a prating cocks-come, in your confcience uowP 

Gour, He fpeake lower. 

Flew. I befeech you do, good Captaine Gower. 

Exit Gotcer, and Flewellen. 
Kin. Tho it appeare a litle out of fafhion, 
Yet theres much care in this. 

Enter three Souldiers. 

1. Soul. Is not that the morning yonder F 

2. Soul. I we fee the beginning, 
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Enter Fluellen and Gower. 

Gower. Captaine Fluellen. 

Flu. 'So, in the Name of lefu Chrift, fpeake fewer: it 
is the greateft admiration in the vniuerfall World, when 
the true and aunchient Prerogatifes and Lawes of the 
Warres is not kept: if you would take the paines but to 
examine the Warres of Pompey the Great, you fhall finde, 
70 I warrant you, that there is no tiddle tadle nor pibble ba- 
hie in Pompeyee Campe: I warrant you, you fhall finde 
the Ceremonies of the Warres, and the Cares of it, and 
the Formes of it, and the Sobrietie of it, and the Modeftie 
of it, to be otherwife. 

Gower. Why the Enemie is lowd, you heare him all 
Night. 

Flu. If the Enemie is an Affe and a Foole, and a pra- 
ting Coxcombe; is it meet, thinke you, that wee fhould 
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IV. i. 

Enter Qower and FleweUen, 
Gotcer. Captain e Flewellen, 
Flew. In the name of lefu fpeake lower. 
It is the greateft folly in the worell, when the ancient 
68 Prerogatiues of the warres be not kept. 

I warrant you, if you looke into the wars of the Romanes, 
You fhall finde no tittle tattle, nor bibble babble there. 
But you fhall finde the cares, and the feares, 
And the ceremonies to be otherwife. 
Gow. Why the enemy is loud: you heard him all night. 
80 Flew. Codes follud, if the enemy be an affe d a foole. 
And a prating cocks-combe, is it meet that we be alfo 
Afoole, and a prating cocks-combe, 
In your confcience now? 
Gower. He ipeake lower. 
Flew. I beleech you do, good Captaine Gower. 

Exit Gower and FleweUen. 
King, Though it appeare a little out of fafhioB, 
Yet there's much care in this. 

Enter three Souldiers. 

1. Sotd. Is not that the morning yonder? 

2. Soul. I, we fee the beginning, 
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alfo, looke you, be an Affe and a Foole, and a prating Oox- 
80 combe, in your owne confcience now? 

Gow. I will fpeake lower. 

Flu. I pray you, and befeech you, that you will. Exit. 

King. Thouffh it appeare a little out of fafhion. 
There is much care and valour in this Welchman. 

Enter three Souldiers, John Bates, Alexander Court, 

and Michael Williams. 
Court. Brother John Bates, is not that the Morning 
which breakes yonder? 

Bates. I thinke it be: but wee haue no great caufe to 
90 defire the approach of day. 

WiUiams. Wee fee yonder the beginning of the day, 

8 
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IV. L 

t3 God knowes whether we Ihall fee the end or no. 

3. Saul, Well I thinke the king could wilh bimfelfe 
130 Vp to the necke in the middle of the Thames, 

And fo I would he were, at all aduentures, and I with him. 
Km. Now mafters god morrow, what cheare? 
3. S. Ifaitb Imall cheer feme of ts is like to haue, 
Ere this day ende. 
Kin. Why fear nothing man, the king is frolike. 
2. S. I he may be, for he hath no luch eaule as we 
106 Kin. Nay fay not fo, he is a man as we are. 

The Violet fmels to him as to vs: 
113 Therefore if he fee reafons, he feares as we do. 
141 2. So/. But the king hath a heauy reckoning to make, 
if his caufe be not good: when all thofe foules 
Whole bodies fball be flaughtered here. 
Shall ioyne together at the latter day. 
And fay / dyed at such a place. Some fwearing: 

The Life of Henry the Fift (F.). 

but I thinke wee fball neuer fee the end of it. Who goes 
there ? 

King, A Friend. 

Williams, Vnder what Gaptaine feme you? 

King. Vnder Sir lohn Erpingham. 

Williama. A good old Commander, and a moft kinde 
Gentleman : I pray you, what thinkes he of our eftate ? 
100 King. Euen as men wrackt vpon a Sand, that looke to 
be wafht off the next Tyde. 

Bates. He hath not told his thought to the King? 

King. No: nor it is not meet he fhould: for though I 
fpeake it to you, I thinke the Kin^ is but a man, as 1 am: 
the Violet fmells to him, as it doth to me; the Element 
fhewes to him, as it doth to me; all his Sences haue but 
humane Conditions: his Ceremonies layd by, in his Na- 
kedneffe he appeares but a man; and though his affecti- 
110 oDS are higher mounted then ours, yet when they ftoupe, 
they ftoupe with the like wing: therefore, when he fees 
reafon of feares, as we doe; his feares, out of doubt, be of 
the fame rellifh as ours are: yet in reafon, no man fhould 
poffeffe him with any appearance of feare; leaft hee, by 
fhewing it, fhould dis-bearten his Army. 
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'.i. 

»2 God knowes whether we fhall fee the end or no. 

3. boul. Well, I thinke the King could wifli himfelfe 
1*20 Vp to the necke in the middle of the Thames, 

And fo I would he were, at all aduentures, and I with him. 

King. Now mafters good morrow, what cheare ? 

3. Soul. Ifaith fraall cheere Tome of vs is like to haue, 

Ere this day to an end. 

King. Why feare nothing man, the king is frolike. 

2. Soul. I he may be, for he hath no caufe as we. 
i^<^ King. Nay fay not To, he is a man as we are. 

The Violet fmels to him as vnto vs; 
113 Therefore if he fee reafons, he feares as we do. 
141 2. Soul. But the King hath a heauy reckoning to make, [D«* 

If his caufe be not good ; when all thofe foules 

Whofe bodies fhall he flaughtered here, 

Shall ioyne together at the latter day. 

And fay I dyed at fuch a place. Some fwearing; 
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Bates. He may fhew what outward courage he will : 
but I beh'oue, as cold a Night as 'tis, hee could wifh him- 
felfe in Thames vp to the Neck; and fo I would he were, 
120 and I by him, at all aduentures, fo we were quit here. 

King. By my troth , I will fpeake my confcience of the 
King: 1 thinke hee would not wifh himfelfe any where, [84* 
but where hee is. 

Bates. Then 1 would he were here alone; lo fhould he be 
fure to be ranfomed, and a many poore mens lines faued. 
King. I dare fay, you loue him not fo ill, to wifh him 
130 here alone: howfoeuer you fpeake this to feele other 
mens minds, me thinks I could not dye any where fo con- 
tented, as in the Kings company; his Caufe being iuft, and 
his Quarrell honorable. 

Williams. That's more then we know. 
Bates. 1 , or more then wee fliould feeke after; for wee 
know enough, if wee know wee are the Kings Subiects: 
if his Caufe be wrong, our obedience to the King wipes 
the Cryme of it out of vs. 
140 Williams. But if the Caufe be not good, the King him- 
felfe hath a heauie Reckoning to make, when all thofe 
Legges, and Armes, and Heads, chopt off in a Battaile, 
fhall ioyne together at the latter day, and cry all. Wee dy- 
ed at fuch a place, fome fwearing, fome crying for a Sur- 

8* 
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IV. i. 

Some their wiues rawly left: 

Some leauing their children poore behind them. 
161 Now if his caufe be bad, I think it will be a greeuous matter [D** 

(to him. 
King. Why fo you may fay, if a man fend his feruant 

As Factor into another Countrey, 

And he by any meanes mifcarry. 

You may fay the bufineffe of the maifter. 

Was the author of his feruants misfortune. 

Or if a fonne be imployd by his father. 

And he fall into any leaud action, you may fay the father 

Was the author of his fonnes damnation. 

But the mafter is not to anfwere for his feruants, 

The father for his fonne, nor the king for his fubiects; 

For they purpofe not their deaths, whe they craue their fer- 

(uices : 
170 Some there are that haue the gift of premeditated 

Murder on them: 

Others the broken feale of Forgery, in beguiling maydens. 

Now if thefe outfirip the lawe. 

Yet they cannot efcape Gods punifhment. 

War is Gods Beadel. War is Gods vengeance: 
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gean; fome vpon their Wiues, left poore behind them; 
fome vpon the Debts they owe, fome vpon their Children 
rawly left: I am afear'd, there are few dye well, that dye 
in a Battaile: for how can they charitably difpofe of any 

150 thing, when Blood is their argument? Now, if thefe men 
doe not dye well, it will be a black matter for the King, 
that led them to it; who to difobey, were againft all pro- 
portion of fubiection. 

King. So, if a Sonne that is by his Father fent about 
Merchandize, doe finfully mifcarry vpon the Sea; the im- 
putation of his wickedneffe, by your rule, fhould be im- 
pofed vpon his Father that fent him: or if a Seruant, vn- 
der his Mafters command, tranlporting a fumme of Mo- 

160 ney, be affayled by Robbers, and dye in many irreconcil'd 
Iniquities; you may call the bufineffe of the Mafter the 
author of the Seruants damnation : but this is not fo : 
The King is not bound to anfwer the particular endings 
of his Souldiers, the Father of his Sonne, nor the Mafter 
of his Seruant; for they purpofe not their death, when 
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IV. i. 

Some their wiues rawly left; 

Some leauing their children poore behinde them. 

Now if his caufe be bad, 
161 I thinke it will be a greeuous matter to him. 

King, Why fo you may fay, if a man fend his feruant 

As Factor into another Country, 

And he by any meanes mifcarry. 

You may fay the bufineffe of the Mafter 

Was the author of his feruants mif-fortune. 

Or if a fonne be imployd by his father. 

And he fall into any leud action, you may fay the father 

Was the author of his fonnes damnation. 

But the mafter is not to anfwer for his feruant, 

The father for his fonne, nor the king for his fubiects; 

For they purpofe not their deaths. 

When they craue their, feruices ; 
170 Some there are that haue the gift 

Of premeditated murder on them ; " « 

Others the broken feale of Forgery, in beguiling maidens. 

Now if thefe out-ftrip the law. 

Yet they cannot efcape Gods punifhment. 

War is Gods Beadle. War is Gods vengeanco: 
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they purpofe their feruices. Befides, there is no King, be 
his Caufe neuer fo fpotleffe, if it come to the arbitre- 
ment of Swords, can trye it out with all vnfpotted Soul- 
diers: fome (peraduenture) haue on them the guilt of 

170 premeditated and contriued Murlher; fome, of begui- 
ling Virgins with the broken Seales of Periurie; fome, 
making the Warres their Bulwarke, that haue before go- 
red the gentle Bofome of Peace with Pillage and Robbe- 
rie. Now, if thefe men haue defeated the Law, and out- 
runne Natiue punifhment; though they can out-ftrip 
men, they haue no wings to flye from God. Warre is 
his Beadle, Warre is his Vengeance: fo that here men 

180 are punifht, for before breach of the Kings Lawes, in 
now the Kings Quarrell: where they feared the death, 
they haue borne life away; and where they would bee 
fafe, they perifh. Then if they dye vnprouided, no more 
is the King guiltie of their damnation, then hee was be- 
fore ^uiltie of thofe Impieties, for the which they are 
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IV. i. 

186 Euery mans feruice is the kings: 
But euery mans foule is his owne. 
Therfore I would baue euery fouldier examine himfelfe, 
And wafb euery moath out of his confcience : 
That in To doing, he may be the readier for death : 
Or not dying, why the time was well fpent, 
Wherein fuch preparation was made. 

3. Lord, Yfaith he laies true: 
Euery mans fault on his owne head, 
900 I would not haue the king anfwere for me. 
Yet I intend to fightjluftily for him. 

King, Well, I heard the king, he wold not£be ranfomde. 
2. L. I be faid To, to make vs fight: 
But when our throates he cut, he may be ranfomde, 
And we neuer the wifer. 

King, If I Hue to fee that. He neuer truft his word againe. 
2. So/. Mas youle pay him then, tis a great difpleafure [Ei 

309 That an elder gun,- can do againft a cannon, 

Or a fubiect againft a monarke. 

Youle nere take his word again, your a naffe goe. 

King, Your reproofe is fomewhat too bitter; 
Were it not at this time I could be angry. 
330 2. So/. Why let it be a quarrell if thou wilt. 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

now vifited. Euery Subiects Dutie is the Kings, but 
euery Subiects Soule is his owne. Therefore fhould 
euery Souldier in the Warres doe as euery ficke man in 
his Bed, wafh euery Moth out of his Confcience: and 
dying fo. Death is to him aduantage; or not dying, 

190 the time was bleffedly loft, wherein fuch preparation was 
gayned: and in him that efcapes, it were not finne to 
thinke, that making God fo free an offer, he let him out- 
line that day, to fee his Greatneffe, and to teach others 
how they fhould prepare. 

Will, *Tis certaine, euery man that dyes ill, the ill vpon [85* 
his owne head, the King is not to anfwer it. 

200 Bates, I doe not defire bee fhould anfwer for me, and 
yet I determine to fight luftily for him. 

King, I my felfe heard the King fay he would not be 
ranTom'd, 
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IV. i. 

186 Euery mans feruice is the Kings: 
But eaery mans foule is bis owne, 
Therefore I would haue euery fouldier examine himfelfe, 
And wafh euery moth out of his confcience. 
That in fo doing, he may be the readier for death, 
Or not dying, why the time was weli fpent. 
Wherein fuch preparation was made, 

3. Sovi. Ifaith he faies true, 
Euery mans fault is on his owne head, 
200 I would not haue the king aniwer for me, [Ei 

Yet Ijntend to fight luftily for him. 

King. Well, I heard the king wold not be ranfomd. 

2. Soul. I he faid^Io. to make vs fight; 
Rut when our throats be cut, he may be ranfomd, 
And^we neuer the wifer. 

King. If I Hue to fee that, ile neuer truft his word againe. 

2. Soul. Maffe you'l pay him then, 
209 Tis a great difpleafure that an elder 
Gun can do againft a Cannon, 
Or a fubiect againft a Monarch. 
You'l nere take his word againe, you are a naffe, goe. 

King. Your reproofe is foraewhat too bitter; 
Were it not al this time I could be angry. 
220 2. Soul. Why let it be a quarrell if thou wilt. 
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Will. I, hee faid fo, to make vs fight chearefully: but 
when our throats are cut, hee may be ranfomM and wee 
neVe the wifer. 

King. If I Hue to fee it, I will neuer truft his word af- 
ter. 

Will. You pay him then: that's a perillous fhot out 
of an Elder Gunne , that a poore and a priuate difpleafure 
210 can doe againft a Monarch : you may as well goe about 
to turne the Sunne to yce, with fanning in his face with a 
Peacocks feather: You'le neuer truft his word after; 
come, 'tis a foolifh faying. 

King. Your reproofe is fomething too round, I fhould 
be angry with you, if the time were conuenient. 
290 WUl, Let it bee a Quarrel! betweene vs, if you 
Hue. 



120 The Chronicle Historie of Henry the fift (Qi). 

IV. i. 

King, How fhall I know tbee? 

2. Sol, Here is my gloue, which if euer I fee in thy hat. 
He challenge thee, and ftrike thee. 

Kin. Here is Hkewife another of mine. 
And affare thee ile weare it. 
336 2. Sol, Thou dar'ft as well be hangd. 

3. Sol. ' Be. friends you fooles, 

240 We haue French quarrels anow in hand: 
We haue no need of Englifh broyles. 

Kin, Tis no treafon to cut French crownes, 
For to morrow the king bimfelfe wil be a clipper. 

Exit the fouldiers. 
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King, I embrace it. 

WUl. How fhall I know tbee againe? 

King. Giue me any Gage of thine ^ and I will weare it 
in my Bonnet: Then if euer thou dar'ft acknowledge it, 
I will make it my Quarrell. 

WUL Heere's my Gloue: Giue mee another of 
thine. 

King. There. 

Wm. This will I alfo weare in my Cap: if euer thou 
come to me, and fay, after to morrow, This is my Grloue^ 
by this Hand I will take tbee a box on the eare. 
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IV. i. 

Kinff, How rha]l I know thee? 

2. Soul, Here's my gloue, which if euer I fee in thy hat, 
He challenge thee, and ftrike thee. 

King. Here is likewife another of mine, 
And alTure thee ile weare it. 
386 2. Soul. Thou dar'ft as well be hangd. 

3. Soul. Be friends you fooles, 

240 We haue French quarrels enow in hand, 
We haue no need of Englifh broyles. 

King. Tis no treafon to cut French Crownes, 
For to morrow the King himfelfe will be a clipper. 

Exit the fouldiers. 
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King. If euer I Hue to fee it, I will challenge it. 
Will. Thou dar'ft as well be hang'd. 
King. Well, I will doe it, though I take thee in the 
Kings com panic. 

WiU. Keepe thy word: fare thee well. 
Bates. Be friends you Englifh fooles, be friends, wee 
haue French Quarrels enow, if you could tell how to rec- 
940 kon. Exit Souldiers. 
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IV. i. 



T%e Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

King. Indeede the French may lay twentie French 

Crownes to one , they will beat vs , for they beare them 

on their fhoulders: but it is no Engrlifh Treafon to cut 

French Crownes, and to morrow the King himfelfe will 

be a Clipper. 

Vpon the King, let ys our Lines, our Soules, 

Our Debts, our carefull Wiues, 

Our Children, and our Sinnes, lay on the King: 
260 We muft beare all. 

hard Condition, Twin-bo»*ne with Greatneffe, 

Subiect to the breath of euery foole, whofe fence 

No more can feele, but his owne wringing. 

What infinite hearts- eafe muft Kings neglect. 

That priuate men enioy? 

And what haue Kings, that Priuates haue not too, 

Saue Ceremonie, faue generall Ceremonie? 

And what art thou, thou Idoll Ceremonie? 

What kind of God art thou? that fuffer'ft more 

Of mortall griefes, then doe thy worfhippers. 
360 What are thy Rents? what are thy Commings in? 

Ceremonie, fhew me but thy worth. 

What? is thy Soule of Odoration? 

Art thou ought elfe but Place, Degree, and Forme, 

Creating awe and feare in other men? 

Wherein thou art lefTe happy, being fearM, 

Then they in fearing. 

What drink'ft thou oft, in ftead of Homage fweet, [85* 

But poyfon'd flatterie? 0, be fick, great Greatneffe, 

And bid thy Ceremonie giue thee cure. 
270 Thinks thou the fierie Feuer will goe out 

With Titles blowne from Adulation? 
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Will it giue place to flexure and low bcDding? 
Canft thou, when thou command'ft the beggers knee, 
Command the health of it? No, thou prowd Dreame, 
That play'ft fo fubtilly with a Kings Repofe. 
I am a Kin<r that find thee: and I know, 
'Tis not the Balme, the Scepter, and the Ball, 
The Sword, the Mafe, the Orowne Imperiall, 
The enter-tiffued Robe of Gold and Pearle, 

MO The farfed Title running 'fore the King, 

The Throne he fits on : nor the Tyde of Pompe, 
That beates vpon the high fhore of this World ; 
No, not all thefe, thrice-gorgeous Ceremonie;; 
Not all thefe, lay'd in Bed Maiefticall, 
Can rieepe fo foundly, as the wretched Slaue: 
Who with a body fill'd, and vacant mind, 
Gets him to reft, cram'd with diftreffefull bread, 
Neuer fees horride Night, the Child of Hell : 
But like a Lacquey, from the Rife to Set, 

390 Sweates in the eye of Fhebus; and all Night 
Sleepes in Elizium: next day after dawne. 
Doth rife and helpe Hiperio to his Horfe, 
And followes lo the euer-running yeere 
With profitable labour to his Graue; 
And but for Ceremonie. fuch a Wretch, 
Winding vp Dayes with toyle, and Nights with fleepe, 
Had the fore-hand and vantage of a King. 
The Slaue. a Member of the Countreyes peace, 
Enioyes it; but in groffe braine little wots, 

300 What watch the King keepes, to maintaine the peace; 
Whofe howres, the Pefant beft aduantages. 
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IV. i. 

Enter the King^ Glojler, Epingam, and 
Attendants. 
306 K. (lod of battels fteele my fouldiers harts. 

Take from them now the fence of rekconing. 

That the appofed multitudes which ftand before them, 

May not appall their courage. 

not to day, not to day 6 God, 

Thinke on the fault my father made, 

In compafling the crowue. 
S12 I Richard* bodie haue interred new. 

And on it hath beftowd more contrite teares, 

Then from it iffued forced drops of blood: 

A hundred men haue I in yearly pay, 

Which euery day their withered hands hold vp [Ei 

To heauen to pardon blood. 

And I haue built rwo chanceries, more wil I do: 
820 Tbo all that I can do, is all too litle. 

Enter Gloeter. 
Glost. My Lord, 
aa* King. My brother Glostere voyce. 

Gloet. My Lord, the Army ftayes vpon your prefence. 
King. Stay Gloeter ftay, and I will go with thee. 
The day my friends, and all things ftayes for me. 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
Enter Erpingham. 

Erp. My Lord, your Nobles iealous of your abfence, 
Seeke through your Campe to find you. 

King. Good old Knight, collect them all together 
At my Tent: He be before thee. 

Erp. I fhall doo't, my Lord. Exit. 

King. God of Battailes, fteele my Souldiers hearts, 
PolTeffe them not with feare: Take from them now 
The fence of reckning of th'oppofed numbers: 
Pluck their hearts from them. Not to day, Lord, 
310 not to day, thinke not vpon the fault 
My Father made, in compaffing the Crowne. 
I Richards body haue interred new, 
And on it haue beftowed more contrite teares, 
Then from it ilfued forced drops of blood. 
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IV. i. 

Enter to the King^ Glocester, Epingham^ 

and Attendants, 

3U6 King. God of battels fteele my fouldiers harts, 

Take from them now the fence of reckoning, 

That the appofed multitudes which ftand before them 

May not appale their courage. 

not too day, not too day God, 

Thinke on the fault my father made, [Ei* 

In compaffing the Crowne. 
312 I Richards body haue interred new. 

And on it hath beftow'd more contrite teares. 

Then from it iffued forced drops of blood; 

A hundred men haue I in yearely pay, 

Which euery day their withered hands hold yp 

To heauen, to pardon blood. 

And I haue built two Chanceries, more will I do; 
330 Though all that I can do is all too little. 

Enter Glojler, 
Glo. My Lord. 
324 King. My brother Glofters voice. 

Glo. My Lord, the army ftayes vpon your prefence. 
Kin. Stay Glofter ftay, and I will go with thee. 
The day, my friends, and all things ftayes for me. 
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Fine hundred poore I haue in yeerely pay, 
Who twice a day their wither'd hands hold vp 
Toward Heauen, to pardon blood: 
And I haue built two Ghauntries, 
Where the fad and folemne Priefts fing ftill 
For Richards Soule. More will I doe: 
320 Though all that I can doe, is nothing worth; 
Since that my Penitence comes after all. 
Imploring pardon. 

Enter Gloucejler. 
Gloue. My Liege. 

King. My Brother Gloucejlers voyce? I: 
I know thy errand, I will goe with thee: 
The day, my friend, and all things ftay for me. 

Exeunt. 
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IV. ii. 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Enter the Dolphin, Orleance, Ramburs, and [86 > 

Beaufnont. 

Orleance. The Sunne doth gild our Armour vp. my 
Lords. 

Dolph. Monte Chewd: My Horfe, Verlot Lacquay: 
Ha. 

Orleance. Oh braue Spirit. 

Dolph. Via lea ewes dt terre. 

Orleance. Rien puis le air (t: feu. 

Dolph. Cein, Goufin Orleance. Enter Conjlahle. 

Now my Lord Gonftahle? 

Conjl. Hearke how our Steedes, for prefent Seruice 
neigh. 

Dolph. Mount them, and make incifion in their Hides, 
10 That their hot blood may fpin in Englifh eyes. 
And doubt them with fuperfluous courage: ha. 

Ram. What, wil you haue them weep our Horfes blood ? 
How Ihall we then behold their naturall teares? 

Enter Meffenger. 
Mef/eng. The Englifh are embattail'd , you French 
Peeres. 
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IV. ii. 



The Life of Henry ihe Fift (F«). 

Conji, To Horfe you gallant Princes, ftraight to Horfe. 
Doe but behold yond poore and ftarued Band, 
And your faire fhew fball fuck away their Soules, 
Leaning them but the fhales and huskes of men. 
There is not worke enough for all our hands, 

20 Scarce blood enough in all their Hckly Veines, 
To giue each naked Curtleax a ftayne, 
That our French Gallants fhall to day draw out. 
And fheath for lack of fport. Let vs but blow on them. 
The vapour of our Valour will o're-tume them. 
'Tis pontine againft all exceptions. Lords, 
That our (uperfluous Lacquies, and our Pefants, 
Who in vnnecelfarie action fwarme 
About our Squares of Battaile, were enow 
To purge this field of fuch a hilding Foe ; 

30 Though we vpon this Mountaines Balis by, 
Tooke ftand for idle fpeculation: 
But that our Honours muft not What's to fay? 
A very little little let ys doe. 
And all is done: then let the Trumpets found 
The Tucket Sonuance, and the Note to mount: 
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IV. ii. 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Pi). 
For our approach fhall fo much dare the field, 
That England fhall couch downe in feare, and yeeld. 

Enter Crraundpree 
Grandpree. Why do you ftay fo long, my Lords of France? 
Yond Hand Carrions, defperate of their bones, 
40 lll-fauoredly become the Morning field: 
Their ra^^ged Curtaines poorely are let loofe, 
And our Ayre fhakes them paffing fcornefully. 
Bigge Mars feemes banqu'rout in their begger'd Hoaft, 
And faintly through a ruftie Beuer peepes. 
The Horfemen fit like fixed Candlefticks, 
With Torch-ftaues in their hand ; and their poore lades 
Lob downe their heads, dropping the hides and hips: 
The gumme downe roping from their pale-dead eyes, 
And in their pale dull mouthes the Tymold Bitt 
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IV.ii. 
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60 Lyes foule with chaw'd-graJTe, ftill and motionlelTe. 
And their executors, the knauifb Crowes, 
Flye o're them all, impatient for their howre. 
Defcription cannot fute it felfe in words. 
To demonftrate the Life of fuch a Battaile, 
In life fo liuelelfe, as it fhewes it felfe. 

Conft They haue faid their prayers, 
And they ftay for death. 

Dolph, Shall we goe fend them Dinners, and frefh Sutes, 
And giue their faHking Horfes Prouender, [86 b 

60 And after fight with them? 

Conji. I ftay but for my Guard: on 
To the field, I will the Banner from a Trumpet take, 
And vfe it for my hafte. Come, come away, 
The Sunne is high, and we out-weare the day. Exeunt. 

9 
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IV. iii. 

Enter Clarence, Glofter, Exeter, and Salisburie. 

War. My Lords the French are very ftrong. 

Exe. There is fine to one, and yet they all are frefh. 

War, Of fighting men they haue full fortie thoufand. 

Sal. The oddes is all too great. Farewell kind Lords: 
9 Braue Clarence^ and my Lord of Gloater, 
My Lord of Warwicke, and to all farewell. 

C^ar. Farewell kind Lord, fight valiantly to day. 
And yet in truth, I do thee wrong, 
For thou art made on the rrue fparkes of honour. 

Enter King. 
War. would we had but ten thoufand men 
Now at this inTtant, that doth not worke in England. 
18 King. Whofe that, that wifhes fo, my Coufen Warwick? 
31 Gods will, I would not loofe the honour 
One man would fhare from me. 
Not for my Kingdome. 

No faith my Coufen, wifh not one man more. 
Rather proclaime it prefently through our campe. 

The Life of Henry ihe Fift (Fi). 
IV. iii. Enter GloueeJUr, Bedford^ Exeter, Erpingham 

with all his Hoajl: Salisbury, and 
Weftmerland. 
Glouc. Where is the King? 

Bedf. The King himfelfe is rode to view their Bat- 
taile. 

Wejl. Of fighting men they haue full threefcore thou- 
fand. 

Exe. There's fiue to one, befides they all are frefh. 
Saiish. (lods Arme ftrike with vs, 'tis a fearefull oddes. 
God buy' you Princes all; lie to my Charge; 
If we no more meet, till we meet in Heauen; 
Then ioyfully, my Noble Lord of Bedford, 
My deare Lord (Jloucefter, and my good Lord Exeter, 
10 And my kind Kinfman, Warriors all, adieu. 

Bedf. Farwell good Salisbury, & good luck jro with thee : 
And yet I doe thee wrong, to mind thee of it. 
For thou art fram'd of the firme truth of valour. 
Exe. Farwell kind Lord; fight valiantly to day. 
Bedf. He is as full of Valour as of Kindneffe, 
Princely in both. 



The Chronicle History of Benry the fift (Q.). l3l 

IV. iii. 

Enter Clarence^ Glofter^ Exeter^ dt Salisbury, 

War, My Lords, the French are very Itrong, 

Ex. There's fiue to one, and yet they are all frefh. 

War. Of fighting men they haue full forty thoufand. 

SaL The oddes is all too great. Farwell kinde Lords: 
9 Braue Clarence, and my Lord of Glofter, 
My Lord of Warwicke, and to all farewell. 

Cla^ Farewell kinde Lords, fight valiantly to day, 
And yet in truth I do thee wrong. 
For thou art made on the true fparkes of honor. 

Enter King. 
War. would we had but ten thoufand men 
Now at this inftant, that doth not worke in England. 
18 Kin. Whofe that, that wifhes fo, my coufen Warwick? 
31 Gods will I would not loofe the honour 
One man would fhare from me, 
Not for my kingdome. 

No faith my Cofen, wifh not one man more, [E« 

Rather proclaime it prefently through our camp 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
Enter the King. 
Weft, -0 that we now had here 

But one ten thoufand of thofe men in England, 

That doe no worke to day. 
King, What's he that wifhes fo? 

My Coufin Weftmerland. No, my faire Coufin: 
20 If we are markt to dye, we are enow 

To doe our Countrey loffe: and if to Hue, 

The fewer men, the greater fhare of honour. 

Gods will, I pray thee wifh not one man more. 

By loue^ I am not couetous for Gold, 

Nor care I who doth feed vpon my coft: 

It yernes me not, if men my Garments weare ; 

Such outward things dwell not in my defires. 

But if it be a finne to couet Honor, 

I am the moft offending Soule aliue. 
30 No 'faith, my Couze, wifh not a man from England: 

Gods peace, I would not loofe fo great an Honor, 

As one man more me thinkes would fhare from me, 

For the beft hope I haue. 0, doe not wifh one more: 

Rather proclaime it {Weftmerland) through my Hoaft, 
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IV.iii. 

That he that bath no ftomacke to this feaft, 

Let him depart, his pafport fhall bee drawne, 

And crownes for conuoy put into his purfe, 

We would not die in that mans company, [Ea 

That feares his fellowfhip to die with vs. 
40 This day is called the day of Cryfpin, 

He that outlines this day, and fees old age. 

Shall rtand a tiptoe when this day is named, 

And rowfe him at the name of Cryfpin. 

He that out Hues this day, and comes fafe home,. 

Shall yearely on the vygill feaft his friends, 

And fay, to morrow is S. Cryfpines day: 

Then fhall we in their flowing bowles 

Be newly remembred. Harry the King, 
53 Bedford and Exeter^ Clarence and Gloster, 

Warwick and Yorke. 

Familiar in their mouthes as houfhold words. 

This ftory fhall the good man tell his fonne, 

And from this day, vnto the generall doome: 

But we in it fhall be remembred. 
60 We fewe, we happie fewe, we bond of brothers, 

For he to day that fheads his blood by mine, 

Sbalbe my brother: be he nere fo bafe. 

This day fhall gentle his condition. 

Then fhall he ftrip his fleeues, and fhew his skars. 

And fay, thefe wounds I had on Orifpines day: 

And Gentlemen in England now a-bed, 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
That he which hath no ftomack to this fight, 
Let him depart, his Pafport fhall be made. 
And Crownes for Conuoy put into his Purfe: 
We would not dye in that mans companie, 
That feares his fellowfhip, to dye with vs. 

40 This day is call'd the Feaft of Crifpian: 

He that out-Iiues this day, and comes fafe home, 
Will ftand a tip-toe when this day is named. 
And rowfe him at the Name of Crifpian. 
He that fhall fee this day, and Hue old age. 
Will yeerely on the Vigil feaft his neighbours, 
And fay, to morrow is Saint Crifpian. 
Then will he ftrip his fleeue, and fhew his skarres : 
Old men forget; yet all Ihall be forgot: 

60 But hee'le remember, with aduantages. 
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IV.iii. 

That he that hath no ftomacke to this feaft 

Let him depart, his pafport fhall bee drawne. 

And crownes for conuoy put into his purfe, 

We would not dye in that mans company, 

That feares his fellowfhip to dye with vs. 
40 This day is called the day of Crifpin; 

He that out-liues this day, and fees olde age, 

Shall rtand a tipto when this day is named. 

And rowfe biro at the name of Crifpin. 

He that out-liues this day, and comes fafe home. 

Shall yearly on the vigill feaft his friends. 

And fay, to morrow is S. Crifpins day: 

Then fhall we in their flowing boules 

Be newly remembred. Harry the King, 
53 Bedford and Exeter, Clarence, and Glojler, 

Warwicke, and Yorke, 

Familiar in their mouths as houfbold wordes. 

This ftory fhall the good man tell his fon. 

And from this day vnto the generall doome. 

But we in it fhall be remembred. 
60 We few, we happy few, we bond of brothers. 

For he to day that fheds bis blood by mine 

Shall be my brother. Be he nere fo bafe 

This day fhall gentle his condition. 

Then fhal he ftrip his fleeues, d fhew his fears, 

And fay, thefe wounds I had on Crifpins day. 

And Gentlemen in England now a bed, 
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What feats he did that day. Then fhall our Names, 
Familiar in his mouth as houfehold words, 

Harry the Kin^, Bedford and Exeter, [87 « 

Wartvick and Talbot, Saliabury and Gloucefter, 
Be in their flowing Cups frefhly remembred. 
This ftory fhall the good man teach his fonne: 
And Cri/pine Cri/pian fhall ne're goe by, 
From this day to the ending of the World, 
But we in it fhall be remembred; 
eo We few, we happy few, we band of brothers: 
For he to day that fheds his blood with me. 
Shall be my brother: be he ne're fo vile. 
This day fhall gentle his Condition. 
And Gentlemen in England, now a bed, 
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IV. iii. 

Shall thinke themfelues accurft, 
And hold their manhood cheape, 
While any fpeake that fought with vs 
Vpon Saint Crifpines day. 

Glost, My gracious Lord, 
The French is in the field. 

Kin, Why all things are ready, if our minds be lo. 
73 War. Perifh the man whofe mind is backward now. 

King, Thou doft not wifh more help fro England couTen? 

War, Gods will my Liege, would you and I alone, 
Without more helpe, might fight this battle out. King, 

Why well Paid. That doth pleafe me better, [E«» 

Then to wifh me one. You know your charge, 
God be with you all. 

Enter the Herald from the French, 
Herald, Once more I come to know of thee king Henry, 
80 What thou wilt giue for raunfome? 
Kin, Who hath Tent thee now? 
Her, The Conftable of France. 
Kin. I prethy beare my former anfwer backer 
Bid them sctchieue me, and then fell my bones. 
92 Good God, why fhould they mock good fellows 
The man that once did fell the Lions skin, (thus.^ 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
Shall thinke themfelues accurft they were not here; 
And hold their Manhoods cheape, whiles any fpeakes. 
That fought with vs vpon Saint Crifpines day. 

Enter Salisbury, 

Sal, My Soueraign Lord, beftow your felfe with fpeed: 
The French are brauely in their battailes fet, 
70 And will with all expedience charge on vs. 

King. All things are ready, if our minds be fo. 

Wejl, Perifh the man, whofe mind is backward now. 

King, Thou do'ft not wifh more helpe from England, 
Gouze ? 

Wejl, Gods will, my Liege, would you and I alone, 
Without more helpe, could fight this Royall battaile. 

King. Why now thou haft vnwifht ^ne thoufand men: 
Which likes me better, then to wifh vs one. 
You know your places : God be with you all. 
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Shall thinke themfelues accuriTt, 

They were not there, when any fpeakes 
That fought with vs vpon S. Crifpines day. 

Glo. My gracious Lord, 
The French is in the field. 

Kin. Why all things are ready if our mindes be fo. 
72 War. Perifh the man whofe minde is backward now. 

King. Thou doft not wifh more heipe from England, [Ei* 

Coufen? 

War, Gods will my Liege, would you and I alone. 
Without more helpe, might fight this battell out. 
Why well faid. That doth pleafe me better. 
Then to wifh me one. You know your charge, 
God be with you all. 

Enter the Herauld from the French. 
Her. Once more I come to know of thee king Henry^ 
80 What thou wilt giue for ranfome ? 
King. Who hath Pent thee now? 
Her. The Conftable of France. 
King. I prethee beare my former anfwer backe. 
Bid them atchieue me, and then fell my bones. 
92 (iood God, why fhould they mocke good fellowes t'lus? 
The man that once did fell the Lyons skin 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
Tucket. Enter Montioy. 
Mont. Once more I come to know of thee King Harry ^ 
80 If for thy Ranfome thou wilt now compound. 
Before thy moft affured Ouerthrow: 
For certainly, thou art fo neere the Gulfe, 
Thou needs muft be englutted. Befides, in mercy 
The Conftable defires thee, thou wilt mind 
Thy followers of Repentance; that their Soules 
May make a peacefull and a fweet retyre 
From off thefe fields: where (wretches) their poore bodies 
Muft lye and fefter. 

King. Who hath fend thee now? 
Mont. The Conftable of France. 
90 King. I pray thee beare my former Anfwer back : 
Bid them atchieue me, and then fell my bones. 
Good God, why fhould they mock poore fellowes thus.^ 
The man that once did fell the Lyons skin 
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IV.iii. 

While the beaHfc liued, was kild with hunting him. 
A many of our bodies fhall no doubt 
Finde- graues within your realme of France: 
Tho buried in your dunghils, we (halbe famed, 
100 For there the Sun fhall greete them, 

And draw vp their honors reaking vp to heauen. 
Leaning their earthly parts to choke your clyme: 
The fmel wherof, fhall breed a plague in France: 
Marke then abundant Talour in our Englifh, 
That being dead, like to the bullets crafing, 
Breakes forth into a fecond courfe of mifchiefe. 
Killing in relaps of mortalitie: 
Let me fpeake proudly, 
112 Ther 's not a peece of feather in our campe, 
Good argument I hope we fhall not flye: 
And time hath wome vs into flouendry. 
But by the mas, our hearts are in the trim. 
And my poore fouldiers tel me, yet ere night 
Thayle be in frefher robes, or they will plucke 
The gay new cloathes ore your French fouldiers eares. 
And tume them out of feruice. If they do this, 
ISO As if it pleafe God they fhall. 

Then fhall our ranfome foone be leuied. 

Saue thou thy labour Herauld: [Et 

Come thou no more for ranfom, gentle Herauld. 

They fhall haue nought I fweare, but thefe my bones; 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
While the beaft liu'd, was killM with hunting him. 
A many of our bodyes fhall no doubt 
Find Natiue Graues : vpon the which, I truft 
Shall witneffe line in Braffe of this dayes worke. 
And thofe that leaue their valiant bones in France, 
Dying like men, though buryed in your Dunghills, 
100 They fhall be fam'd; for there the Sun fhall greet them. 
And draw their honors reeking vp to Heauen, 
Leaning their earthly parts to choake your Clyme, 
The fmell whereof fhall breed a Plague in France. 
Marke then abounding valour in our Englifh: 
That being dead, like to the bullets crafing, 
Breake out into a fecond courfe of mifchiefe. 
Killing in relapfe of Mortalitie. 
Let me fpeake prowdly: Tell the Conftable, 
We are but Warriors for the working day: 
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IV.iii. 

While the beaft liued, was kild with hunting him. 

And many of our bodies fhall no doubt 

Finde graues within your Realme of France: 

Though buried in your dunghils, we fhall be famed, 
100 For there the Sunne fhall greete them, 

And draw yp their honors reaking vp to heauen, 

Leaning their earthly parts to choake your clime; 

The fmell whereof, fhall breed a plague in France; 

Marke then abundant valour in our Englifh, 

That being dead, like to the bullets crafing, 

Breakes foorth into a fecond courfe of mifchiefe, 

Killing in relaps of mortality; 

Let me fpeake proudly, 
112 There's not a peece of feather in our Campe; 

Good argument I hope we fhall not flye. 

And time hath worne vs into flouendry. 

But by the malfe, our hearts are in the trim, 

And my poore fouldiers tell me, yet ere night 

They'l be in frefher robes, or they will plucke [E» 

The gay new cloaths ore your French fouldiers eares. 

And turne them out of feruice. If they do this, 
120 As if it pleale God they fhall. 

Then fhall our ranfome foone be leuied; 

Saue thou thy labour Herauld, 

Come thou no more for ranfome, gentle Herauld. 

They fhall haue nought 1 fweare, but thefe my bones: 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
110 Our Gayneffe and our Gilt are all befmyrcht 

With raynie Marching in the painefull field. 

There's not a piece of feather in our Hoaft: 

Good argument (I hope) we will not flye: 

And time hath worne vs into flouenrie. [87 1> 

But by the Maffe, our hearts are in the trim: 

And my poore Souldiers tell me, yet ere Night, 

They'le be in frefher Robes, or they will pluck 

The gay new Coats o're the French Souldiers heads. 

And turne them out of feruice. If they doe this, 
120 As if God pleafe, they fhall; my Ranfome then 

Will foone be leuyed. 

Herauld, faue thou thy labour: 

Come thou no more for Ranfome, gentle Herauld, 

They fhall haue none, I Iweare, but thefe my ioynts: 
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IV.iii. 

Which if they haue, as / wil leaue am them, 
Will yeeld them litle, tell the Gonftable. 
Her. I fhall deliuer fo. 

Exit Heratdd. 
Yorke. My gracious Lord, vpon my knee / craue, 
13U The leading of the vaward. 

Kin. Take it braue Yorke. Come fouldiers lets away: 
And as thou pleafeft God, difpofe the day. 

ExU. 

IV. V. Enter the foure French Lords. 

Qe. diabello. 

Conjl. Mor du ma vie. 

Or. what a day is this/ 

Bur. lour dei houte all is gone, all is loft. 

Con. We are inough yet liuing in the field, 
To fmother vp the Englifh, 
If any order might be thought vpon. 

Bur. A plague of order, once more to the field, 
12 And he that will not follow Burbon now, 
Let him go home, and with iiis cap in hand, 
Like a bace leno hold the chamber doore, 
Why leaft by a flaue no^ gentler then my dog. 
His faireft daughter is cot^tamuracke. 

Con. Diforder that hatli^, fpoyld vs, right vs now. 
Come we in heapes, weele offer vp our Hues 
Vnto thefe Englifh, or elfe die with fame. 
Come, come along, 
23 Lets dye with honour, our fhame doth laft too long. 

Exit omnes. 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Which if they haue, as I will leaue vm them, 
Shall yeeld them little, tell the Conftable. 

Mont. I rhall, King Harry. And fo fare thee well: 
Thou neuer fhalt heare Herauld any more. Exit. 

King. I feare thou wilt once more come againe for a 
RanTome. 

Enter Yorke. 
Yorke. My Lord, moft humbly on my knee I begge 
130 The leading of the Vaward. 
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IV. iii. 

Which if they haue, as I will leaue ym them, 
YVill yeeld them little, tell the Conftable. 
Her. I fhall deliuer To. 

Exit Herald, 
Yorke. My gracious Lord, ypon my knee I craue 
130 The leading of the vaward. 

King, Take it braue Yorke. 
Come fouldiers let's away, 
And as^thou pleafeft God, difpofe the day. Exit. 

IV. V. Enter the foure French Lords, 

Gebon, diabello. 

Ckm, Mor du ma .vie. 

Orle, what a day is this! 

Bur, lour dei houte all is gone, all is lolt. 

Con. We are enow yet lining in the field. 
To fmother vp the Englifh, 
If any order might be thought vpon. 

Bur. A plague of order, once more to the field, 
13 And he that will not follow Burbon now. 
Let him go home, and with his cap in hand. 
Like a bafe leno hold the chamber doore. 
Why leaft by a (lane no gentler then my dog. 
His faireft daughter is contamuracke. 

Con. Diforder that hath fpoild vs, right vs now, 
Come we in heapes, wee'l offer vp our Hues 
Vnto thefe Englifh, or elle die with fame. 

Come, come along, [E«* 

23 Lets dye with honor, our fhame doth laTt too long. 

Exit omnes 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

King. Take it, braue Yorke. 
Now Souldiers march away, 
And how thou pleafeft God, difpofe the day. Exeunt. 
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V.iv. 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

IV. iv. Alarum, Excurfions. 

Enter Pijloll, French Souldier, Boy. 

Fiji. Yeeld Curre. 

French. le penfe que vous ejles le GentUhome de bon qua- 
litee, 

Pijl. Qualtitie calmie ciifture me. Art thou a Gentle- 
man? What is thy Name? difcuffe. 

French. Seigneur Dieu. 

Fiji. Signieur Dewe fhould be a Gentleman: per- 
pend my words Signieur Dewe, and marke: Signieur 
Dewe, thou dyeft on point of Fox, except Signieur 
10 thou doe giue to me egregious Ranfome. 

French. prennes miferecordie aye pitez de moy. 

Pi/l. Moy fhall not feme, I will haue fortie Moyes: for 
1 will fetch thy rymme out at thy Throat, in droppes of 
Grimfon blood. 

French. EJlUimpoffible d'efchapper le force de ton brae. 
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IV. iv. 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Pi). 

Fiji. BraJTe, Curre? thou damned and luxurious Moun- 
30 taine Goat, offerTt me braffe? 

French. perdonne moy, 

Pijl. Say'ft thou me fo? is that a Tonne of Moyes? 
Gome hither boy, aske me this flaue in French what is his 
Name. 

Boy. Efcoute comment eJUs vous appelle? 

French. Mounfieur le Fer, 

Boy, He fayes his Name is M. Fer, 

Fift. M. Fer: He fer him, and firke him, and ferret him: 
30 difculTe the fame in French vnto him. 

Boy. I doe not know the French for fer, and ferret, and 
firke. 

Fiji. Bid him prepare, for I will cut his throat. 

French. Que dit il Mounfieur^ 

Boy. n me commande a vous dire que vous faite vous 
prejl, ear cefoldat icy est di/po/ee tout afture de eouppes voftre 
gorge. 
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IV. W. 



7%e Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Pijt. Owy, cuppele gorge permafoy pefant, vnleffe 
thou giue me Crownes, braue Crownes; or mangled fhalt 
40 thou be by this my Sword. 

French. le vous fupplie pour V amour de Dieu : ma par- 
donner^ leJUie le GentUhome de hon mai/on, garde ma rie^ dk le 
V0U8 donneray deux cent e/cus. 

Pift. What are his words? 

Boy, He prayes you to faue his life, he is a Gentleman [88' 
of a good houfe, and for his ranfom he will giue you two 
hundred Crownes. 
60 Pift, Tell him my fury fhall abate, and I the Crownes 
will take. 

Fren, Petit Monfieur que dit il? 

Boy. Encore qWil et contra/on lurement, de pardonner at*- 
cune prifonner : netmt-mons pour lee efcuee que vous layt a pro- '" 
mets^ U eft content a vous donnes le liherte le franchifement. 

Fre. Sur mes genouxfe vous donnes miUes remerdous^ et 
le me eftime heurex que le intombe^ entre les main, d'vn Che- 
ualier le peu/e le plus braue valiant et tree diJHnie fignieur 
60 d'Angleterre. 



IV. iv. 
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Pijl. Expound vnto me boy. 

Boy, He giues you vpon his knees a thoufand thanks, 
and he efteemes himfelfe happy, that he hath falne into 
the hands of one (as he thinkes) the moft braue, valorous 
and thrice-worthy figneur of England. 

Piji. As I fucke blood, I will fome mercy fhew. Fol- 
low mee. 

70 Boy. Saaue vous le grand Capitaine? 

I did neuer know fo full a voyce iffue from fo emptie a 
heart: but the faying is true, The empty veffel makes the 
greateft found, Bardolfe and Nym had tenne times more 
valour, then this roaring diuell i'th olde play, that euerie 
one may payre his nayles with a woodden dagger, and 
they are both hang'd, and fo would this be, if hee durft 
fteale any thing aduenturoufly. I muft ftay with the 

80 Lackies with the luggage of our camp, the French might 
haue a good pray of vs, if he knew of it, for there is none 
10 guard it but boyes. Exit, 
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IV. iv. 

Ewte^' Pijldll^ the French man, and the Boy. [Es 

Fiji, Eyld cur, eyid cur. 
12 French. Monfire, ie vous en pree aues petie de moy. 

Pi/t. Moy fhall not feme. I will haue fortie moys. 
34 Boy aske him his name. 

Boy. Comant ettes vous apelles? 
French. Monlier Per. 
Boy. He faies his name is Mafter Fer. 
Fi/i. ile Fer him, and ferit him, and ferke him: 
Boy difcus the fame in French. 
32 Boy. Sir I do not know, whats French 
For fer, ferit and fearkt. 
Fiji, Bid him prepare, for I wil cut his throate. 
Boy. Feate, you preat, ill youlles coupele yotre gage. 
Piet. Ony e ma foy couple la gorge. 
Vnlelfe thou giue to me egregious raunfome, dye. 

One poynt of a foxe. 
62 French. Qui dit ill monfiere. 

Ill ditye fi vou ny vouly pa domy luy. 
Boy. La gran ranfome, ill you tueres. 
French. lee yous en pri pettit gentelhome, parle 
A cee, gran capataine, pour auez mercie 
A moy, ey lee donerees pour mon ranfome 
Cinquante ocios. Ie fuyes yngentelhome de France. 
Pist. What fayes he boy? 

Boy. Marry fir he fayes, he is a Gentleman of a great 
Houfe, of France: and for his ranfome, 
He will giue you 500. crownes. 

Pist. My fury fhall abate, 
And I the Crownes will take. 
68 And as I fuck blood, I will fome mercie fhew. 
Follow me cur. 

Exit omnee. 
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IV. iv. 

Enter UstoU; the French man^ and the boy. 
Fiji. Eyld cur, eyld cur. 
12 French, Monfieur, ie vou en pree aues petie de moy. 
PiaU Moy fhall not ferue, I will haue forty moys. 
Boy, aske his name. 
24 Boy, Comant ettes vous apelles? 
Fren, Monfieur Fer. 
Boy. He fayes his name is mafter Fer. 
Fiji, lie Fer him, and ferit him, and ferke him. 
Boy difculfe the fame in French. 
32 Boy, Sir I do not know whats French for Fer, ferite, and 
fearke. 

Fiji, Bid him prepare, for I will cut his throat. 
Boy, Feate, vou preat, ill voulles couple votre gorge. 
Fiji, Onye ma foy couple la gorge, 
Vnleffe thou giue to me egregious ranfome, dye. 

One point of a fox. 
62 Fren. Qui dit ill monfieur. 

Ill ditye Vi vou ny vouly pa domy luy. 
Boy, La gran ranfome, ill voutueres. 
Fren. ie vous en pri petit gentelhome, parle 
A cee, gran Captaine, pour auez mercie 
A moy, ey iee donerees pour mon ranfome 
Ginquante ocios. Ie fuyes vngentelhome de France. 
Fiji. What fayes he boy? 

Boy. Marry fir he fayes he is a gentleman of a great 
Houfe of France, and for his ranfome, 
He will giue you 500. Crownes. 

Fist, My fury fhall abate, 
And I the Crownes will take, 
68 And as I fucke blood, I will fome mercie fhew. 

Follow me cur. [Ei 

Exit omnee 
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IV. V. 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

I V. V. Enter Conjlahle^ Orleance, Burbon, Dolphin, 

and Rambure, 
Con, Diable. 

OrL figueur le iour et perdia, totUe et perdie, 
Dol, Mor Dieu ma vie, all is coDfounded all, 
Reproach, and euerlafting fhame 

Sits mocking in our Plumes. A fhort Alarum. 

mefchante Fortune, do not runne away. 
Con. Why all our rankes are broke. 
Dol^ perdurable fhame, let's ftab our felues: 
Be thefe the wretches that we plaid at dice for? 
Orl. Is this the King we fent too, for his ranfome? 
10 Bur. Shame, and etemall fhame, nothing but fhame. 
Let vs dye in once more backe againe, 
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IV. V. 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
And he that will not follow Burbon now, 
Let him go hence, and with his cap in hand 
Like a bafe Pander hold the Chamber doore, 
Whiirt a bafe Dane, no gentler then my dogge. 
His faireft daughter is contaminated. 

Con. Diforder that hath fpoyl'd vs, friend vs now. 
Let Ys on heapes go offer vp our Hues. 

Orl, We are enow yet liuing in the Field, 
20 To fmother vp the Englifh in our throngs, 
If any order might be thought vpon. 

Bur. The diuell take Order now. He to the throng; 
Let life be fhort, elfe fhame will be too long. ExU. 
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IV. vi. 

Enter the King and his Nobles^ Pirtoll. 

King. What the French retire? 
Yet all is not done, yet keepe the French the field. [Ei 

Exe, The Duke of Yorke commends him to your Grace. 

King. Lines be good Vnckle, twife I fawe him downe, 
Twife vp againe: 
From helmet to the fpurre, all bleeding ore. 

Exe."^: In which aray, braue fouldier doth he lye, 
Larding the plaines, and by his bloody fide, 
Yoakejfellow to his honour dying wounds, 
10 The noble £arle of Suffolke alfo lyes. 

SuffoUee firft dyde, and Yorke all hafted ore. 
Comes to him where in blood he lay fteept. 
And takes him by the beard, iilfes the gafhes 
That bloodily did yane vpon his face. 
And cryde aloud, tary deare coufin Suffolke: 
My foule fhall thine keep company in heauen: 
Tary deare foule awhile, then flie to reft: 
And in this glorious and well foughten field, 
We kept togither in our chiualdry. 
20 Vpon ;hefe words I came and cheerd them vp. 
He tooke me by the hand, faid deare my Lord, 
Commend my feruice to my foueraigne. 
So did he tume, and ouer Suffolkes necke 
He threw bis wounded arme, and fo efpoufed to death. 
With blood he fealed. An argument 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

IV. vi. Alarum. Enter the King and hie trayne, 

with Pri/oners. 
King. Well haue we done, thrice-valiant Countrimen, 
But all's not done, yet keepe the French the field. 
Exe. The D. of York commends him to your Maiefty 
King. Lines he good Vnckle: thrice within this boure [88b 
I faw him downe; thrice vp againe, and fighting. 
From Helmet to the fpurre, all blood he was. 

Exe. In which array (braue Soldier) doth he lye. 
Larding the plaine: and by his bloody Hde, 
(Yoake-fellow to his honour-owing- wounds) 
10 The Noble Earle of Suffolke alfo lyes. 

Suffolke firft dyed, and Yorke all hagled ouer 
Comes to him, where in gore he lay inTteeped, 
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IV. vi. 

Enter the King, his Nobles, and Piftoll. 

King, What the French retire? 
Yet als not done, the French keepes ftill the field. 

Ex. The Duke of Yorke commends him to your Grace. 

Kin. Liues he good vnkle, twice I faw him downe, 
Twice vp againe: 
From helmet to the fpur, all bleeding ore. 

Exe, In which array, braue fouldier doth he lye, 
Larding the plaines, and by his bloody fide, 
Yoake-fellow to his honour-dying wounds, 
10 The Noble Earle of Suffolke alfo lyes. 

Suflfolke firft dyed, and Yorke all wounded ore 
Gomes to him where in blood be lay all fteept, 
And takes him by the beard, kiffes the gafhes 
That bloudily did yawne vpon his face. 
And cryed alowd, tarry deere coufin Suffolke: 
My foule fhall thine keepe company in heauen: 
Tarry deere foule awhile, then flye to reft: 
And in this glorious and well-foughten field. 
We kept togither in our Chiualry : 
20 Vpon thefe words I came and cheer'd them up. 
He tooke me by the hand, faide deere my Lorde, 
Commend my feruice to my Soueraigne, 
So did he tume, and ouer Suffolkes necke 
He threw his wounded arme, and fo efpoufd to death 
With blood he fealed. An argument 
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And takes him by the Beard, kiffes the gafhes 
That bloodily did yawne vpon his face. 
He cryes aloud; Tarry my Cofin Suffolke, 
My foule fhall thine keepe company to heauen: 
Tarry (fweet foule) for mine, then flye a-breft: 
As in this glorious and well-foughten field 
We kept together in our Chiualrie. 
^0 Vpon thefe words I came, and cheer'd him vp. 
He fmil'd me in the face, raught me his hand. 
And with a feeble gripe, fayes: Deere my Lord, 
Commend my feruice to my Soueraigne, 
So did he tume, and ouer Suffolkes necke 
He threw his wounded arme, and kift his lippes, 
And fo efpous'd to death, with blood he feal'd 



150 The Chronicle HistoHe of Henry the fift (Qi). 

IV. vi. 

Of neuer ending loue. The pretie and fweet manor of it, 

Forft tbofe waters from me, which I would haue ftopt, 
30 But I not To much of man in mo, 
But all my mother came into my eyes, 
And gaue me vp to teares. 

Kin, I blame you not: for bearing you, 
I muft conuert to teares. 

Alarum foundes. 

What new alarum is this? 
Bid euery fouldier kill his prifoner. 
Pift. Couple gorge. Exit ornnes, 

IV.vii. Enter Flewellen, and Captaine Gower, [Ei 

Flew. Godes plud kil the boyes and the lugyge, 
Tis the arrants peece of knauery as can bo defired, 
In the worell now, in your confcience now. 

Gour. Tis certaine, there is not a Boy left aliue, 
And the cowerdly rafcals that ran from the battell, 
Themfelues haue done this Haughter: 
Befide, they haue carried away and burnt, 
' All that was in the kings Tent: 
10 Whervpon the king caufed euery prifoners 
Throat to be cut. he is a worthy king. 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

A Teftament of Noble-ending-loue : 
The prettie and fweet manner of it forc'd 
Thofe waters from me, which I would haue ftop'd, 
10 But I had not fo much of man in mee, 
And all my mother came into mine eyes. 
And gaue me yp to teares. 

King, I blame you not, 
For hearing this, I muft perforce compound 
With mixtfull eyes, or they will iffue to. Jlarum 

But hearke, what new alarum is this fame? 
The French haue re-enforc'd their fcatter'd men: 
Then euery fouldiour kill his Prifoners, 
Giue the word through. ExU 
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IV. vi. 

Of neuer-ending loue. 
The pretty and fweete manner of it, 
Porc'd thofe waters from me, which 1 would haue ftopte, 
30 But I had not To much of man in me. 
But all my mother came into my eyes, 
And gaue me vp to teares. 

Kin. I blame you not: for hearing you, 
I muft conuert to teares. 

Alarum founds, [Ei* 

What new alarum is this? 
Bid euery fouldier kill his prifoner. 
Pijl. Couple gorge. Exit omnes, 

IV.vii. Enter Flewellen^ and Captaine Gower, 

Flew, Godes plud kill the boyes and the lugyge, 

Tis the arrants peece of knauery as can be defired 

In the worell now, in your confcience now. 
Gower, Tis certaine, there's not a boy left aliue. 

And the cowardly rafcals that ran from the battel), 

Themfelues haue done this flaughter; 

Befide, they haue carried away and burnt 

All that was in the Kings Tent; 
10 Whereupon the king caufed euery prifoners 

Throat to be cut. Oh he is a worthy King. 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 



Actus Quartus, 



Enter Fluellen and Gower, 
Flu. Kill the poyes and the luggage, 'Tis expreffely 
againft the Law of Armes, tis as arrant a peece of knaue- 
ry marke you now, as can bee offert in your Confcience 
now, is it not? 

Gow, Tis certaine, there's not a boy left aliue, and the 
Cowardly Rafcalls that ranne from the battaiie ha' done 
this flaughter: befides they haue burned and carried a- 
way all that was in the Kings Tent, wherefore the King 
moft worthily hath caus'd euery foldiour to cut his pri- 
10 fouers throat. 'tis a gallant King. 
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IV.vii. . . 

Flew. I. he was bom at Monmcfrih. 
Captain Gower, what call you the place where 
Alexander the big was borne? 

Gour, Alexander the great. 

Flew.' Why I pray, is nat big great? 
As if I fay, big or great, or magnanimous, 
I'hope it is all one reconing, 
Saue the frafe is a litle varation. 
90 Gour. I thinke Alexander the great 
Was borne at Macedon. 
His father was called Fhilip of Macedon^ 
As I take it. 

Flew. I thinke it was Macedon indeed where Alexander 
Was borne: looke you captaine Gower, 

And if you looke into the mappes of the worell well, 

Tou fhall finde litle difference betweene 

Macedon and Monmorth. Looke you, there is 

A Riuer in Macedon, and there is alfo a Riuer 

In Monmorth, the Riuers name at Monmorth, 

Is called Wye. 
30 But tis out of my braine, what is the name of the other: 

But tis all one, tis fo like, as my fingers is to my fingers. 

And there is Samons in both. 

Looke you captaine Gower ^ and you marke it,^ 

You fhall finde our King is come after Alexander. [Ft 

God knowes, and you know, that Alexander in his 

Bowles, and his alles, and his wrath, and his difpleafures, 
41 And indignations, was kill his friend Clitus. 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Flu. I, hee was pome at Monmouth Captaine Gower: 
What call you the Townes name where Alexander the 
pig was borne? 

Gow. Alexander the Great. 

Flu. Why I pray you, is not pig, great? The pig, or 
the grear, or the mighty, or the huge, or the magnani- 
mous, are all one reckonings, faue the phrale is a litle va- 
riations. 
20 Gower. I thinke Alexander the Great was borne in 
Macedon, his Father was called Phillip of Macedon, as I 
take it. 

Flu. I thinke it is in Macedon where Alexander is [89 • 
pome: I tell you Captaine, if you looke in the Maps of 
the Orld, I warrant you fall finde in the compariTons be* 
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IV.yii. . . \ 

Flew. I, he was borne at Monmouth; 
Gaptaine Gower^ what call you the place where 
Alexander the big was borne? 

Gower. Alexander the great. 

Flew. Why I pray, is not big great? 
As if I fay, big, or great, or magnanimous, 
I hope lis all one reckoning, 
Sane the phrafe is a little varation. 
30 Gower, I thinke Alexander the great 
Was borne at Macedon^ 
His father was called Philip of Maeedon, 
As I take it. 

Flew, I thinke it was Macedon indeed 
Where Alexander was borne: 
Looke you Gaptaine Gower^ 

And if you looke into the Maps of the worell well. 
You fhall finde little difference betweene 
Macedon and Monmorth. Looke you, there is 
A Riuer in Macedon^ and there is alfo a Riuer [Fi 

In Monmorth^ the Riuers name at Monmorth 
Is called Wye. 
80 But tis out of my braine what is the name of the other: 
But tis all one, tis fo like, as my fingers is to fingers. 
And there is Samons in both. 
Looke you Gaptaine Gower, and you marke it, 
Tou fhall finde our King is come after Alexander, 
God knowes, and you know, that Alexander in his 
Bowles, and his Ales, and his wrath,^& his difpleafures 
41 And indignations, was kill his friend Clitue. 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
tweene Macedon & Monmouth, that the Jituations looke 
you, is both alike. There is a Riuer in Macedon, & there 
is alfo moreouer a Riuer at Monmouth^ it is call'd Wye at 
Monmouth: but it is out of my praines, what is the name 

so of the other Riuer: but 'tis all one, tis alike as my fingers 
is to my fingers, and there is Salmons in both. If you 
marke Alexanders life well , Harry of Monmouthes life is 
come after it indifierent well, for there is figures in all 
things. Alexander God knowes, and you know, in his 
rages, and his furies, and his wraths, and his chollers, and 
his moodes, and his difpleafures, and his indignations, 
and alfo being a little intoxicates in his praines, did in 

40 his Ales and his angers (looke you) kill his beft friend 
aytua. 
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IV.vii. 

Gotper, I but our King is not like him in that. 
For he neuer kilid any of bis friends. 

Flew. Looke you, tis not well done to take the tale out 
Of a mans mouth, ere it is made an end and iinifbed : 
I fpeake in the companTons, as Alexander is kill 
His friend ClUus: fo our King being in bis ripe 
Wits and, iudgements, is turne away, the fat knite 
6b With the great belly doublet: I am forget bis name. 

Gower. Sir John Falttaffe. 
Flew. 1, I tbinke it is Sir lohn Falstaffe indeed, 
I can tell you, theres good men borne at Monmorth. 

Enter King and the Lords. 
King. I was not angry fince / came into France^ 
Vntill this houre. 
Take a trumpet Herauld, 
60 And ride vnto the borfmen on yon bill; 

If they will fight with vs bid them come downe, 
Or leaue the field, they do offend our fight : 
Will they do neither, we will come to them, 
And make them skyr away, as faft 
As ftones enforft from the old Affirian flings. 
Befides, weele cut the throats of thofe we haue. 
And not one aliue fhall tafte our mercy. 



l*he Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Gow. Our King is not like him in that, he neuer killM 
any of bis friends. 

Flu. It is not well done (marke you now) to take the 
tales out of my mouth, ere it is made and finifbed. I fpeak 
but in the figures, and comparifons of it: as Alexander 
kild his friend Clytus^ being in his Ales and his Cuppes; lo 
alfo Harry Monmouth being in his right wittes, and his 
50 good iudgements, turn'd away the fat Knight with the 
great belly doublet: he was full of iefts, and gypes, and 
knaueries, and mockes, I haue forgot his name. 

Gow. Sir lohn Faljlaffe. 

Flu. That is be: He tell you, there is good men porne 
at Monmouth. 

Gow. Heere comes bis Maiefty. 
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Gow, I but our King is not like him in that, 
For he neuer kild any of his friends. 

Flew. Looke you, tis not well done to take the tale out 
Of a mans mouth, ere it is made an end and finifhed : 
I fpeake in the comparifons, as Alexander is kill 
His friend Clitus: fo our King being in his ripe 
Wits and iudgements, is tume away the fat Knite 
With the great belly doublet; 
63 I am forget his name. 

Gower. Sir lohn Falftaffe. 

FletP. I, I thinke it is Sir lohn Falftaffe indeed, 
1 can tell you, there's good men borne at Monmorth, 

Enter the King and his Lords. 
King. I was not angry iince I came in France, 
Vntill this houre. 
Take a Trumpet Herauld, 
M And ride vnto the horfemen on yon hill: 

If they will fight with vs, bid them come downe, 
Or leaue the field, they do offend our fight. 
Will they do neither, we will come to them, 
And make them skyr away, as faft 
As ftones enforc'd from the old Affyrian flings. 
Befides, weel cut the throats of thofe we haue, 
And not one aliue fhall tafte our mercy. 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Alarum. Enter King Harry and Burhon 
teith prifoners. Flourifh. 

King. I was not angry dnce I came to France, 
Vntill this inftant. Take a Trumpet Herald, 
60 Ride thou vnto the Hor/emen on yond hill: 
If they will fight with vs, bid them come downe. 
Or voyde the field: they do offend our fight. 
If they'l do neither, we will come to them. 
And make them sker away, as fwift as ftones 
Enforced from the old Affyrian flings: 
Belides, wee'l cut the throats of thofe we haue. 
And not a man of them that we fhall take, 
Shall tafte our mercy. Go and tell them fo. 
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Enter the Herauld, 
Gods will what meanes this? knowft thou not 
72 That we haue fined thefe bones of ours for ranfome? 

Herald. I come great king for charitable fauour, 
To fort our Nobles from our common men, 
We may haue leaue to bury all our dead, 
Which in the field lye fpoyled and troden on. 

Kin, I tell thee truly Herauld, I do not know whether 
The day be ours or no: [Fi* 

88 For yet a many of your French do keep the field. 

Hera, The day is yours. 

Kin. Praifed be God therefore. 
What Caftle call you that? 

Hera, We call it Agineourt, 

Kin. Then call we this the field of Agincourt. 
Fought on the day of Cry/pin, Cry/pin. 

Flew, Your grandfather of famous memorie, 
If your grace be remembred, 
Is do good feruice in France. 
100 Kin, Tis true Flewellen. 

Flew. Your Maieftie fayes verie true. 
And it pleafe your Maieftie, 
The Wealchmen there was do good feruice, 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
Enter Montioy. 
Exe. Here comes the Herald of the French, my Liege 
70 Glou. His eyes are humbler then they vs'd to be. 

King. How now, what meanes this Herald? Knowft 
thou not, 
That I haue fin'd thefe bones of mine for ranfome ? 
Com'ft thou againe for ranfome? 

Her. No great King; 
I come to thee'^for charitable Licenfe, * 

That we may wander ore this bloody field. 
To booke our dead, and then to bury them, 
To fort our Nobles from our common men. 
For many of our Princes ("woe the while) 
Lye drown'd and foak'd in mercenary blood: 
80 So do our vulgar drench their peafant limbes 
In blood of Princes, and with wounded fteeds 
Fret fet-locke deepe in gore, and with wilde rage 
Yerke out their armed heeles at their dead mafters, 
Killing them twice. giue vs leaue great King, 
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Enter the Herald. [Fi* 

Gods will what meanes this ? knowft thou not 
72 That we haue fined thefe bones of ours for ranfome? 
Her. I come great King for charitable fauour, 
To fort our Nobles from our common men, 
We may haue leaue to bury all our dead, 
Which in the fielde lye fpoiled and troden on. 

Kin. I tell thee truly Herald, 
I do not know wether the day be ours or no: 
88 For yet a many of your French do keepe the field. 
Her. The day is yours. 
Kin. Praifed be God therefore: 
What Caftle call you that? 
Her. We call it Agincourt. 
Kin. Then call we this the fielde of Agincourt, 
Fought on the day of Crifpin, Crifpianus. 

Flew. Your Grandfather of famous memory. 
If your Grace be remembred 
Is do good feruice in France. 
100 King. Tis true Flewellen. 

Flew. Your Maiefty fayes very true. 
And it pleafe your Maiefty, 
The Welfhmen there was do good feruice. 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
To view the field in fafety, and difpofe 
Of their dead bodies. 

Kin. I tell thee truly Herald, [89b 

I know not if the day be ours or no, 
For yet a many of your horlemen peere, 
90 And gallop ore the field. 

Her. The day is yours. 

Kin. Praifed be God, and not our ftrength for it: 
What is this Caftle call'd that ftands hard by. 

Her. They call it Agincourt. 

King. Then call we this the field of Agincourt^ 
Fought on the day of Crifpin Crifpianus. 

Flu. Your Grandfather of famous memory (an't pleafe 
your Maiefty) and your great Vnckle Edward the Placke 
Prince of Wales, as I haue read in the Chronicles, fought 
100 a moft praue pattle here in France. 

Kin. They did Fluellen. 

Flu. Your Maiefty fayes very true: If your Maiefties 
is remembred of it, the Welchmen did good feruice in a 
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In a garden where Leekes did grow. 
And I tbinke your Maieftie wil take do fcorne, 
108 To weare a Leake in your cap vpon S. Dauies day. 

Kin, No Flewellen, for I am wealch as well as you. 

Flew. All the water in Wye wil not wafh your wealch 
Blood out of you, God keep it, and preferue it. 
To his graces will and pleafure. 

Kin. Thankes good countryman. 

Flew, By lefus I am your Maiefties countryman: 
120 I care not who know it, fo long as your maiefty is an honeft 

K, God keep me fo. Our Herald go with him, (man. 

And bring ys the number of the fcattred French. 

Exit Heralds. 
Call yonder fouldier hither. 

Flew. You fellow come to the king. 

Kin. Fellow why dooft thou weare that gloue in thy hat? 
ISO Soul. And pleafe your maieftie, tis a rafcals that fwagard 
With me the other day: and be bath one of mine. 
Which if euer I fee, I haue fworne to ftrike him. 
So hath he fworne the like to me. {¥• 

K. How think you Flewellen^ is it lawful! he keep his oath? 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Garden where Leekes did grow, wearing Leekes in their 
Monmouth caps, which your Maiefty know to this houre 
is an honourable badge of the feruice: And I do beleeue 
your Maiefty takes no fcorne to weare the Leeke vppon 
S. Tauies day. 

King. I weare it for a memorable- honor : 
110 For I am Welch you know good Countriman. 

Flu. All the water in Wye, cannot wafh your Maie- 
fties Welfh plood out of your pody, I can tell you that: 
God pleffe it, and preferue it, as long as it pleafes his 
Grace, and his Maiefty too. 

Kin. Thankes good my Countrymen. 

Flu. By lefhu, I am your Maiefties Countreyman, I 
care not who know it: I will confeffe it to all the Orld, I 
need not to be afhamed of your Maiefty, praifed be God 
fo long as your Maiefty is an honeft man. 
120 King. Good keepe me fo. 
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In a Garden where Leekes did grow, 
And I thinke your Maiefty will take no fcome, 
108 To weare a Leeke in your cap ypon S. Dauies day. 

King. No Flewellen, for I am Welfh as well as you. 

Flew. All the water in Wye will not wafh your welch 
Blood out of you. God keepe it, and preferue it. 
To his graces will and.^pleafure. 

King. Thankes good Contrey-man. 

Flew. By lefu I am your Maiefties Countryman, (man. 
120 I care not who kno it, fo long as your maiefty is an honeft 

King, God keepe me fo. Our Herald go with him, 
And bring vs the number of the fcattered French, 

Exit Heralds 
Call yonder fouldier hither. [Ft 

Flew. You fellow, come to the King. 

Kin. Fellow, why doft thou weare that gloue in thy hat? 
130 Soul. And pleafe your maiefty, tis a rafcalles that fwag- 
gard with me the other day : and he hath one of mine, the 
which if euer I fee, 1 baue fworne to ftrike him : fo hath he 
the like to mee. 

Kin. How thinke you Flewellen, is it lawfull to keep his 
Oath? 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
Enter Williams. 
Our Heralds go with him, 
Bring me iuft notice of the numbers dead 
On both our parts. Call yonder fellow hither. 

Eope. Souldier, you muft come to the King. 

Kin. Souldier, why wear'ft thou that Gloue in thy 
Cappe ? 

Will. And't pleafe your Maiefty, tis the gage of one 
that 1 fhould fight withall, if he be aliue. 

Kin. An Englifhman? 

WU. AndH pleafe your Maiefty, a Rafcall that fwag- 
ger'd with me laft night: who if aliue, and euer dare to 
challenge this Gloue, I haue fworne to take him a boxe 
a'th ere: or if I can fee my Gloue in his cappe, which he 
fwore as he was a Souldier he would weare (if aliue^ I wil 
ftrike it out foundly. 

Kin. What thinke you Captaine Fluellen, is it fit this 
fouldier keepe his oath. 
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Fl, And it pleafe your maiefty, tis lawful he keep his vow. 
If he be periur'd once, he is as arrant a beggerly knaue, 
As treads vpon too blacke fhues. 

Kin. His enemy may be a gentleman of worth. 
144 Flew. And if he be as good a gentleman as Lucifer 
And Belzebub, and the diuel himfelfe, 
Tis meete he keepe his vowe. 
162 Kin. Well firrha keep your word. 
Vnder what Captain ferueft thou? 

Saul. Vnder Captaine Gower. 

Flew. Captaine Gower is a good Captaine: 
And hath good littrature in the warres. 

Kin. Go call him hither. 

Sou/. I will my Lord. ^ 

Exit fotddier. 
161 Kin, Captain Flewellen, when Alonfon and I was 
Downe together, / tooke this gloue off from his helmet, 
Here FleweUen, weare it. /f any do challenge it, 
He is a friend of Alonfons^ 
And an enemy to mce. 

Fie. Your maieftie doth me as great a fauour 
As can be defired in the harts of his fubiects. 
172 I would fee that man now that fhould chalenge this gloue: 
And it pleafe God of his grace. I would but fee him, 
That is- all. 

Kin. Flewellen knowft thou Captaine Gower? 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Flu. Hee is a Crauen and a Villaine elfe, and't pleafe 
140 your Maiefty in my confcience. 

King. It may bee, his enemy is a Gentleman of great 
fort quite from the anfwer of his degree. 

Flu. Though he be as good a lentleman as the diuel is, 
as Lucifer and Belzebub himfelfe, it is neceffary (looke 
your Grace) that he keepe his vow and his oath: If hee 
bee periur'd (fee you now) his reputation is as arrant a 
villaine and a lacke fawce, as euer his blacke fhoo trodd 
160 vpon Gods ground, and his earth, in my confcience law 

King. Then keepe thy vow firrah, when thou meet'ft 
the fellow. 

WU. So, I wil my Liege, as I Hue. 

King. Who feru'ft thou vnder? 

Will. Vnder Captaine Gower, my Liege. [90» 
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Fl. And it pleafe your Maiefty tis lawful to keep his vow 
If he be periur'd once, he is as arrant a beggarly knaue , as 
treads vpon too blacke fhooes. 

King. His enemy may be a Gentleman of worth. 
144 Flew. And if he be as good a Gentleman as Lucifer and 
Belzebub, and the diuell himfelfe, 
Tis meete he keepe his vow. 
152 King. Well firrha keepe your word, 
Vnder what Captaine fenieft thou? 

Soid. Vnder Captaine Gower. 

Flew. Captaine Gower is a good Captaine, 
And hath good litterature in the warres. 

Kin. Go call him hither. 

Soui. I will my Lord. 

Exit fouldier. 
161 Kin. Captaine Flewellen, when Alan/on and I 

Were downe together, 1 tooke this gloue from's helmet, 

Heere Flewellen weare it. 

If any challenge it, he is a friend of Alonfona, 

And an enemy to me. 

Flew. Your Maiefty doth me as great a fauour, 
As can be defired in the hearts of his fubiects. 
172 1 would fee that man now that wold challenge this gloue 
And it pleafe God of his grace I would but fee him, 
That is all. 

King. FleweHlen knowft thou Captaine Gower ^ 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Flu. Gower is a good Captaine, and is good know- 
ledge and literatured in the Warres. 

King. Call him hither to me, Souldier. 

Will. I will my Liege. Exit. 

160 King. Here Flaellen, weare thou this fauour for me, and 
Iticke it in thy Cappe: when Alan/on and my felfe were 
downe together, 1 pluckt this Gloue from his Helme: If 
any man challenge this, hee is a friend to Alanfon, and an 
enemy to our Perfon ; if thou encounter any fuch , appre- 
hend him, and thou do'ft me loue. 

Flu. Your Grace doo's me as great lienors as can be 

delir'd in the hearts of his Subiects: I would faine fee 

the man, that ha's but two legges, that fhall find himfelfe 

agreefd at this Gloue; that is all: but I would faine fee 

170 it once, and pleafe God of his grace that I might lee. 

King. Know'ft thou Gower? 

a 
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Fie. Captaine Gower is my friend. 

And if it like your maieftie, I know him very well. 

Kin, Go call him hither. 

Flew. I will and it fhall pleafe your maieftie. 

Kin. Follow Flewellen clofely at the heeles, 

180 The gloue he weares, it was the fouldiers: 

It may be there will be harme betweene them, [F« 

For I do know Flewellen valiant, 

And being toucht, as hot as gunpowder: 

And quickly will returne an iniury. 

190 Go fee there be no harme betweene them. 

IV.viii. Enter Gower, Flewellen, and the Souldier. 

Flew. Captain Gower, in the name of lefu, 
Come to his Maieftie, there is more good toward you, 
Then you can dreame off. 

Soul. Do you heare you fir? do you know this gloue? 

8 Flew. I know the the gloue is a gloue. 

Soul. Sir I know this, and thus I challenge it. 

He Jirikea him. 
Flew. Gode plut, and his. Captain Gower ftand away; 
15 He giue treafon his due prefently. 



The Ufe of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Flu. He is my deare friend, and pleafe you. 

King. Pray thee goe feeke him, and bring him to my 
Tent. 

Flu. I will fetch him. Exit. 

King. My Lord of Warwick, and my Brother Glo/ter, 
Follow Fluellen clofely at the heeles. 
180 The Gloue which I haue giuen him for a fauour, 
May haply purchafe him a box a'th'eare. 
It is the Souldiers: I by bargaine fhould 
Weare it my felfe. Follow good Coufin Warwick: 
If that the Souldier ftrike him, as I iudge 
By his blunt bearing, he will keepe his word ; 
Some fodaine mifchiefe may arife of it : 
For I doe know Fluellen valiant. 
And toucht with Choler, hot as Gunpowder, 
And quickly will returne an iniurie. 
190 Follow, and fee there be no harme betweene them. 
Goe you with me, Vnckle of Exeter. Exeunt. 

IV.viii. Enter Gower and Williams. 

WUl. I warrant it is to Enigbt you, Captaine. 



TV CknmiH^ Hittaty of Hmry the fifi ,Q>\ 16S 

IV.vii. 

Flew. (*aptaiDe Gittter is my frienti 
And if it like your maierW. I know him Tery well. ]T«* 

King. Go call bim hither. 

/Tear. I will and it fball pleale your maiefty. 

Kin. Follow FlntdUn clofeiy at the heeles. 
180 The gloue he weares. it was the foldiers: 

It may be there will \*^ harme betweene them. 
For 1 du know FUweUtn valiant. 
And beine toucbt, as hot as Gun-powder.* 
And quickly will retume an ininry. 
19<) {jQ fee there be no harme betweene them. 

IV.yjji. Enter Captaine Gimtr^ FleweUen. and Ae 

Soldier. 
Flew. Captaine Gifwer^ in the name of lefu 
Come to his maiefty. there is more ?ood towards you 
Then you can dreame of. 

Soul. Do you heare. you ilr. 
Do you know this gloue? 
8 Flew. 1 know the eloue is a ^loue. 

Sold. Sir 1 know this, and thus 1 challenge it. 

He ftrik$» Mm. 
Flew. Gods plut. and his Capuine Gower ftand away, 
^^ He triuc treafon his due prefently. 



The Life of Hemry the Fifi (Fi). 
EnUr Fluellen. 

Flu. Gods will, and his pieafure, Captaine, 1 befeech 
you now. come apace to the King: there is more good 
toward you peraduenture , then is in your knowledge to 
dreame of. 

Wm. Sir. know you this (iloue? 

Flu. Know the Gloue? 1 know the (jloue is a Gloue. 

Will. I know this, and thus I challenge it. 

Strikes him. 
*•* Flu. 'Sblud. an arrant Traytor as anyes in the Vniuer- 
lall World, or in Franct:. or in England. 

Gower. How now .Sir? you Villaine. 

Will. Doe you thinke He be forfwome? 

Flu. Stand away Capuine Gower ^ I will giue Treafon 
bis payment into plowes, I warrant you. 

wm. I am no Traytor. 

Flu, That's a Lye in thy Throat. 1 charge you in his 
Maielties Name apprehend bim, he^s a friend of the Duke 
Akmfome, 
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Enter the King, VVarwicke, Clarence, and Exeter, 

26 Kin, How now, what is the matter? 
Flew. And it rhall pleaTe your Maieftie, 
Here is the notableft peece of trealon come to light, 
As you fhall delire to fee in a lommers day. 
Here is a rafcall, beggerly ralcall, is ftrike the gloue, 
Which your Maieftie tooke out of the helmet of Alon/on: 

And your Maieftie will beare me witnes, and teftimony, 
And auouchments, that this is the gloue. 

Soul. And it pleafe your Maieftie, that was my gloue. 

He that I gaue it too in the night, 
Promifed me to weare it in his hat: 
I promifed to ftrike him if he did. 
32 I met that Gentleman, with my gloue in his hat, 
And I thinke I haue bene as good as my word. 

Flew, Your Maieftie heares, vnder your Maiefties 
Manhood, what a beggerly lowHe knaue it is. 

41 Kin. Let mo fee thy gloue. Looke you. 
This is the fellow of it. 
It was I indeed you promifed to ftrike. 

And thou thou haft giuen me moft bitter words. [Fa 

How canft thou make vs amends? 



2%i? Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
Enter WanHck and Gloucejler. 
20 Wane. How now, how now, what's the matter? 

Flu. My Lord of Warwick, heere is, prayfed be God 
for it, a moft contagious Treafon come to light, looke 
you, as you fhall defire in a Summers day. Heere is his 
Maieftie. Enter King and Exeter. 

King. How now, what's the matter? 
Flu. My Liege, heere is a Villaine, and a Traytor, 
that looke your Grace, ha's ftrooke the Gloue which 
your Maieftie is take out of the Helmet of Alan- [90 ^ 
/on. 

Will, My Liege, this was my Gloue, here is the fellow 
80 of it : and he that I gaue it to in change, promised to weare 



The Chronicle History of Henry the fift (Q3). 165 

IV.viii. 

Enter the King, Warwicke, Clarence, 

and Exeter, 

25 King, How now? Wats the matter? 

Flew, And it fhall pleafe your maiefty, 

Heere is the notableft peece of treafon come to light 

As you fhall defire to fee in a fommers day. 

Heere is a rafcall, beggerly rafcall is ftrike the gloue, 

Which your maiefty in perfon 

Tooke out of the Helmet of Alan/on: 

And your maiefty will beare me witnefles, 

And teftimonies, and auouchments, [Ft 

That this is the gloue. 
Soul, And it pleafe your maiefty, 

That was my gloue. 

He that I gaue it to in the night, 

Promifed me to weare it in his hat: 

I promifed to ftrike him if he did. 
32 I met that Gentleman with my gloue in 's bat, 

And I thinke 1 haue bene as good as my worde. 
Flew, Your Maiefty heares, 

Vnder your Maieftyes man-hoode, 

What a beggerly lowfie knaue it is. 
41 King. Let me fee thy gloue. 

Looke you, this is the fellow of it. 

It was I indeede you promifed to ftrike. 

And thou haft giuen me moft bitter words. 

How canft thou make vs amends? 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

it in his Cappe : I promis'd to ftrike him, if he did : I met 
this man with my Gloue in his Cappe, and I haue been as 
f^ood as my word. 

Flu, Your Maieftie heare now, fauing your Maiefties 
Manhood, what an arrant rafcally, beggerly, lowfie 
Knaue it is : I hope your Maieftie is peare me teftimonie 
and witneffe, and will auouchment, that this is the Gloue 
of Alan/on , that your Maieftie is giue me , in your Con- 
40 fcience now. 

King, Giue me thy Gloue Souldier; 
Looke, heere is the fellow of it: 
'Twas I indeed thou promifed'ft to ftrike, 
And thou haft giuen me moft bitter termes. 
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Flew. Let bis necke anfwere it, 
If there be any marfbals lawe in the worell. 
49 Sow/. My Liege, all offences come from the heart: 

Neuer eame any from mine to offend your Maieftie. 

You appeard to me as a common man: 

Witneffe the night, your garments, your lowlineffe, 

And whatfoeuer you receiued vnder that habit, 

I befeech your Maieftie impute it to your owne fault 
And not mine. For your felfe came not like your felfe: 

Had you bene as you Teemed, I had made no offence. 

60 Therefore I befeech your grace to pardon me. 
Kin, Vnckle, fill the gloue with crownes. 
And giue it to the fouldier. Weare it fellow. 

As an honour in thy cap, till I do challenge it. 
Giue him the crownes. Come Captaine Flewellen, 
I muTt needs haue you friends. 
Flew. By lefus, the fellow hath mettall enough 

68 In his belly. Harke you fouldier, there is a fhilling for you. 
And keep your felfe out of brawles & brables, & diffentios. 

And looke you, it fhall be the better for you. 
Sotd. He none of your money Iir, not I. 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Flu. And pleafe your Maieftie, let his Neck anfwere 
for it, if there is any Marfhall Law in the World. 

King. How canft thou make me fatisfaction ? 

Will. All offences, my Lord, come from the heart: ne- 
60 uer came any from mine, that might offend your Ma- 
ieftie. 

King. It was our felfe thou didft abufe. 

WiU. Your Maieftie came not like I'your felfe: you 
appear'd to me but as a common man; witneffe the 
Night, your Garments, your Lowlineffe: and what 
your Highneffe fuffer'd vnder that fhape, I befeech you 
fake it for your owne faulty and not mine: for had yoi; 
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IV.viii. 

Flew. Let his necke anfwer it, 
If there be any marfhals law in the worell. 

Soul, My Liege, 
49 All offences come from the heart: 
Neuer came any from mine 
To offend your Maiefty. 
You appeard to me but as a common man: 
Witnefle the night, your garments. 
Your lowlineiTe; and whatloeuer 
You receiued vnder that habite, 
I befeech your maiefty, impute it 
To your owne fault, and not to mine. 
For your felfe came not like your felfe: 
Had you beene as you feemed then to mee, 
I had made no offence, my gracious Lord, 
60 Therefore 1 befeech your grace to pardon me. 

Kin, Vnckle, fill the gloue with Crownes, 
And giue it to the fouldier. 
Weare it fellow, 

As an honour in thy cap, till I do challenge it. [Ft* 

(iiue him the Crownes. Come Captaine Flewellen, 
1 muft needs haue you friends. 

Flew. By lefus, the fellowe hath mettall enough in his 
belly. 
68 Harke you fouldier, There is a filling for you, 
And keepe your felfe out of brawles, 
And prabbles, and diffentions, 
And looke you, it fhall be the better for you. 

Soul, lie none of your money fir, not 1. 

3%« Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
beene as I tooke you for, I made no offence; therefore I 
60 befeech your Highneffe pardon me. 

King. Here Vnckle Exeter, fill this Gloue with Crownes, 
And giue it to this fellow. Keepe it fellow. 
And weare it for an Honor in thy Cappe, 
Till I doe challenge it. Giue him the Crownes: 
And Captaine, you muft needs be friends with him. 

Flu, By this Day and this Light, the fellow ha's met- 

tell enough in his belly: Hold, there is twelue-pence for 

you, and I pray you to feme God, and keepe you out of 

70 prawles and prabbles, and quarrels and diffentions, and I 

warrant you it is the better for you. 

WUly I will none of your MQney. 
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IV.viii. 

Flew. Why tis a good fhilling man. 
Why Ihould you be queamifh? Your f hoes are not fo good: 

It will lerue you to mend your fhoes. 
80 Kin. What men of fort are taken vnckle^ 

Exe. Charles Duke of Orleance, Nephew to the King. 

lohn Duke of Burhon, and Lord Bowchquall. 

Of other Lords and Barrons, Knights and Squiers, 

Full fifteene hundred, belides common men. 

This note doth tell me of ten thoufand 

French, that in the field lyes Haine. 
87 Of Nobles bearing banners in the field, 

CharUe de le Bntte^ hie Conftable of France. [^-^ 

laques of Chattillian, Admirall of France. 
99 The Maifter of the crosbows, lohn Duke Alofon. 

Lord Ranbieres, hie Maifter of France. 

The braue fir Gtdgzard, Dolphin. Of Nohelle ChariUas, 

Gran Prie^ and Boffe^ Fawconbridge and Foy. 

Gerard and Verton. Vandemant and Lejlra. 

Here was a royall fellowfhip of death. 

Where is the number of our Englifh dead? 
108 Edward the Duke of Yorke, the Earle of Suffolke, 
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Flu. It is with a good will : I can tell you it will feme 
you to mend your fhooes: come, wherefore fhould you 
be fo pafhfull, your fhooes is not fo good: 'tis a good 
filling I warrant you, or I will change it. 
Enter Herauld. 

King. Now Herauld, are the dead numbred? 

Herald. Heere is the number of the flaught'red 
French. 

King. What Prifoners of good fort are taken, 
80 Vnckle? 

Exe. Charles Duke of Orleance, Nephew to the King, 
lohn Duke of Burbon, and Lord Bouchiqtudd: 
Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires, 
Full fifteene hundred, befides common men. 

King. This Note doth tell me of ten thoufand French 
That in the field lye flaine: of Princes in this number. 
And Nobles bearing Banners, there lye dead 
One hundred twentie Rx: added to thefe. 
Of Knights, Efqipres, and gallant Gentlemen, 
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IV.viii. 

Flew, Why tis a good filling man: 
Why fhould you be queamifh? 
Your fhooes are not fo good. 
It will feme you to mend your lliooes. 
80 Kin, What men of fort are taken vnckle? 

Exe, Charles Duke of Orleance, Nephew to the King, 
lohn Duke of Burbon, and Lord Bouchquall, 
Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires, 
Full fifteene hundred, befides common men. 
This note doth tell me of ten thoufand 
French, that in the fielde lyes flaine. 
87 Of Nobles bearing banners in the fielde, 

Charles de le Brute, high Conftanble of France, 
laques of Chatillian, Admiral I of France, 
99 The mafter of the Croffe-bowes, lohn Duke Alon/on, 
Lord Rambieres^ high Mafter of France. 
The braue fir Gu^gzard, Dolphin. Of NobeUe Charillas^ 
Gran Prie and Bojfe, Fawconbridge and Foy^ 
Gerard and Verton^ Vandemant and Lejlra. 

King. Heeres was a royall fellowlhip of death, 
Where is the number of our Englifh dead? 
108 Exe, Edward the Duke of Yorke, the Earle of Suflfolke, 
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90 Eight thoufand and foure hundred: of the which, 

Fiue hundred were but yefterday dubb'd Knights. 

So that in thefe ten thoufand they haue loft, 

There are but fixteene hundred Mercenaries : 

The reft are Princes, Barons, Lords, Knights, Squires, 

And Gentlemen of bloud and qualitie. [91 » 

The Names of thofe their Nobles that lye. dead : 

Charles Delabreth, High Conftable of France, 

laques of Chatilion, Admirall of France, 

The Mafter of the Croffe-bowes, Lord Bambures^ 
100 Great Mafter of France, the braue Sir Guichard Dolphin^ 

lohn Duke of Alanfon, Anthonie Duke of Brabant, 

The Brother to the Duke of Burgundie, 

And Edward Duke of Barr : of luftie Earles, 

Grandpree and Bouffie^ Fauconbridge and Foyes^ 

Beaumont and Marie ^ Vandemont and Leftrale, 

Here was a Royall fellowfhip of death. 

Where is the number of our Englifh dead? 

Edward the Puke of Yorke, the Earle of Suffolke, 
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IV.viii. 

Sir Richard KeUy, Dauy Gam Efquier: 
And of all other, but fiae aud twentie. 
God thy arme was here, 
And vnto thee alone, afcribe we praife. 
When without ftrategem, 
And in euen fhock of battle, was euer heard 
116 So great, and litle loffe, on one part and an other. 
Take it God, for it is onely thine. 
Exe. Tis wonderfull. 

King, Come let vs go on proceffion through the camp: 
Let it be death proclaimed to any man, 
120 To boaft hereof, or take the praife from God, 
Which is his due. 

Flew, Is it lawful, and it pleafe your Maieftie, 
To tell how many is kild? 
King, Yes Flewellen^ but with this acknowledgement. 

That God fought for vs. 
Flew, Yes in my confcience, he did vs great good. 
King. Let there be fung, Nououes and te Deum. 
The dead with charitie enterred in clay : 
130 Weele then to Calice^ and to England then, 

Where nere from France, arriude more happier men. 

Exit omnes. 
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Sir Richard Ketly, Dauy Gam Elquire; 
110 None elfe of name: and of all other men, 
But fine and twentie. 
God, thy Arme was heere: 
And not to vs, but to thy Arme alone, 
Afcribe we all : when, without ftratagem. 
But in plaine fhock, and euen play of Battaile, 
Was euer knowne fo great and little loffe? 
On one part and on th'other, take it God, 
For it is none but thine. 
Exet, 'Tis wonderfull. 

King. Come, goejme in proceffion to the Village: 
And be it death proclaymed through our Hoaft, 
120 To boaft of this, or^take that prayfe from God, 
Which is his onely. 

Flu. Is it not lawfull and pleafe your Maieftie, to tell 
how many is kill'd? 
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IV.viii. 

Sir Richard Ketly, Dauy Gam Efquire, 
Aud of all the other, but fiue and twenty. 

King. God, thy arme was heere. 
And ynto thee alone, afcribe we praife: 

When without ftratageme. [Fi 

And euen in fhocke of battelK was euer heard 
116 So great and little loffe, on one part and another? 
Take it God, for it is onely thine. 

Exe. Tis wonderfull. 

Kin, Come, let vs go on procefTion through the campe: 
Let it be death proclaimed to any man 
120 To boaft heereof, or take the praife from God, 
Which is hi? due. 

Flew. Is it lawfull, and it pleafe your Maiefty, 
To tell how many is kild? 

Kin. Yes Flewellen, 
But with this acknowledgement. 
That God fought for vs. 

Flew. Yes in my confcience, he did vs great good. 

kin. Let there be fung Nououes and Te Deum, 
The dead with charity enter'd in clay : 
130 Weel then to Calice^ and to England then, 

Where nere from France^ arriuM more happier men. 

Exit omnes. 
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King, Yes Captaine: but with this acknowledgement. 
That God fought for vs. 

Flu, Yes, my confcience, he did vs great good. 
King. Doe we all holy Rights: 
Let there be fung Non nobis., and Te Deum., 
The dead with charitie enclosM in Clay : 
130 And then to Callice, and to England then. 

Where ne're from France arriu'd more happy men. 

Exeunt. 
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V. Actus Quintus, 



Enter Chorus, 

Vouchfafe to thofe that haue not read the Story, 

That I may prompt them : and of fuch as haue, 

I humbly pray them to admit th'excufe 

Of time, of numbers, and due courfe of things, 

Which cannot in their huge and proper life. 

Be here prefented. Now we beare the King 

Toward Callice: Graunt him there; there feene, 

Heaue him away vpon your winged thoughts, 

Athwart the Sea: Behold the Englifh beach 
10 Pales in the flood ; with Men, Wiues, and Boyes, 

Whofe fhouts & claps out-voyce the deep-mouth'd Sea, 

Which like a mightie Whiflfler 'fore the King, 

Seemes to prepare his way: So let him land. 

And folemnly fee him fet on to London. 

So fwift a pace hath Thought, that euen now 

You may imagine him vpon Black-Heath: 

Where, that his Lords defire him, to haue borne 

His bruifed Helmet, and his bended Sword 

Before him, through the Citie: he forbids it, 
20 Being free from vain-neffe, and felfe-glorious pride; [91* 

Giuing full Trophee, Signall, and Oftent, 



V. 
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Quite from himfelfe, to God. But now behold, 
In the quick Forge and working-houfe of Thought, 
How London doth powre out her Citizens, 
The Maior and all his Brethren in beft fort, 
Like to the Senatours of th'antique Rome, 
Whith the Plebeians fwarming at their heeles, 
Goe forth and fetch their Conqu'ring Coffar in: 
As by a lower, but by louing likelyhood, 

30 Were now the Generall of our gracious Empreffe, 
As in good time he may, from Ireland comming, 
Bringing Rebellion broached on his Sword; 
How many would the peacefull Citie quit, 
To welcome him ? much more, and much more caufe, 
Did they this Harry, Now in London place him. 
As yet the lamentation of the French 
Inuites the King of Englands ftay at home: 
The Emperour's comming in behalfe of France, 
To order peace betweene them: and omit 

40 All the occurrences, what euer chanc't, 
.Till Harryes backe returne againe to France: 
There muft we bring him; and my felfe haue play'd 
The interim, by remem bring you 'tis paft. 
Then brooke abridgement, and your eyes aduance. 
After your thoughts, ftraight backe againe to France. 

Exit. 
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Enter Gower, and FleweUen, 

Gotver, But why do you weare your Leeke to day? 
Saint Dauiea day is paft? [Fi 

Flew. There is occafion Gaptaine Gower ^ 
Looke you why, and wherefore, 
The other day looke you, Piatolles 
Which you know is a man of no merites 
in the worell, is come where I was the other day, 
And brings bread and fault, and bids me 
10 Eate my Leeke: twas in a place, looke you. 
Where / could moue no difcentions: 
But if I can fee him, / fhall tell him, 
A litle of my defires. 

Gow, Here a comes, fwellin^ like a Turkecocke. 
Enter Piftoll. 

Flew, Tis no matter for his fwelling, and his turkecocks, 

God pleffe you Antient Pijloll^ you Icall, 
Beggerly, lowfie knaue, God pleffe you. 

Fiji, Ha, art thou bediem ? 
20 Doft thou thurft bafe.Troyan, 

To haue me folde vp Parcaa fatall web? 
Hence, / am qualmifh at the fmell of Leeke. 

Flew, Antient Pistoll, I would defire you becaufe 
It doth not agree with your ftomacke, and your appetite. 

And your digeftions, to eate this Leeke. 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Ft), 
.i. Enter Fludlen and Gower, 

Gower, Nay, that's right: but why weare you your 
Leeke to day? S. Danies day is paft. 

Flu, There is occafions and caufes why and wherefore 
in all things: I will tell you affe my friend, Gaptaine 
Gower; the rafcally, fcauld, beggerly, lowfie, pragging 
Knaue Pi/loll^ which you and your felfe, and all the World, 
know to be no petter then a fellow, looke you now, of no 
merits: hee is come to me, and prings me pread and 
fault yefterday, looke you, and bid me eate my Leeke: 
10 it was in a place where I could not breed no contention 
with him; but I will be fo bold as to weare it in my Gap 
till I fee him once againe, and then I will tell him a little 
piece of my defires. 
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/. i. 

Enter Gower and Flewellen, 

Gower, But why do you weare your Leeke to day ? 
Saint Dames is palt? 

Flew, There is occafion Captaine Gower^ 
Looke you why, and wherefore: 
The other day looke you, Pistolles 
Which you know is a man of no merites 
In the wore]], is come where I was the other day. 
And brings bread and fait, and bidden mee 
10 Eate my Leeke: twas in a place, looke you, 
Where I could mooue no diffentions. 
But if I can fee him, I fhall tell him 
A little of my defires. 

Gow. Heere he comes fwellin^ like a Turky-cocke. 

Enter Pistoll, [F*» 

Flewdlen. Tis no matter for his fwelling, and his turki- 
cockes. 

God pleffe you Ancient Piftoll, you fcall, 
Beggerly, lowfy knaue, God pleffe you. 

Fiji. Ha, art thou Bedlem? 
20 Doft thou thurft bale Troyan, 

To haue me folde vp Pareas fatall web? 
Hence, I am qualmifb at the fmeil of Leeke. 

Flew, Ancient Piftoll. 
I would defire you becaufe it doth not agree 
With your ftomackes, and your appetites,; 
And your digeftions, to eate this Leeke. 
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Enter PiJiolL 

Gower, Why heere hee comes, (welling like a Turky- 
cock. 

Flu. 'Tis no matter for his fwellings, nor his Turky- 
cocks. God pleffe you aunchient Pistoll: you fcuruie low- 
fie Enaue, God pleffe you. 
20 Pijl, Ha, art thou bedlam? doeft thou thirft, bafe 
Troian, to haue me fold vp Parcas fatall Web? Hence; 
I am qualmifb at the fmell of Leeke. 

Flu, I pefeech you heartily, fcuruie lowfie Knaue, at 
my defires, and my requefts, and my petitions, to eate, 
looke you, this Leeke; becaufe, looke you, you doe not 
loue it, nor your affections, and your appetites and your 
difgeftions doo's not agree with it, I would defire you 
to eate it. 
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V.i. 

Pi/i, Not for Cadtpalleder and all bis goates. 
30 Flew, There is one goate for you Antient Piftol. 

He Jlrikes him. 
Fiji, Bace Troyan, thou fhall dye. 
Flew, I, I know I fhall dye, meane time, I would 
Delire you to Hue and eate this Leeke. 

40 Gower, Inough Captaine, you haue aftonifht him. 

Flew, Aftonifht him, by Jefu, He beate his head 
Foure dayes, and foure nights, but He 
Make him eate fome part of my Leeke. 

PiH. Well muft I byte? 
48 Flew, I out of queftion or doubt, or ambiguities [F** 

You muft byte. 

«o Piet. Good good. 

Flew, I Leekes are good, Antient Pistdll, 
There is a Ihilling for you to heale your bloody coxkome. 

Fist, Me a fhilling. 
Flew, If you will not take it, 
I haue an other Leeke for you. 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Piji, Not for Cadwallader and all his Goats. 
30 Flu, There is one Goat for you. Strikes him. 

Will you be fo good, fcauld Knaue, as eate it? 

PiJl. Bafe Troian, thou fhalt dye. 

Flu. You fay very true, fcauld Enaue, when Gods 
will is: I will defire you to Hue in the meane time, and 
eate your Victuals: come, there is fa wee for it. You 
call'd me yefterday Mountaine - Squier , but I will make 
you to day a fquire of low degree. I pray you fall too, if [92a 
you can mocke a Leeke, you can eate a Leeke. 
40 Gour. Enough Captaine, you haue aftonifht him. 

Flu. I fay, I will make him eate fome part of my leeke, 
or I will peate his pate foure dayes : bite I pray you, it is 
good for your greene wound, and your ploodie Coxe- 
combe. 

Fiji. Muft I bite. 



V. i. 
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Pi/t, Not for f'adtoallader and all his Goats. 

Flew. There is one (ioate for you, ancient Piftol. 

He strikes him. 

Pijl, Bafe Troyan, thou fhalt dye. 

Flewellen, 1, 1 know 1 Ihall dye: 
But in the meane time, I would defire you 
To Hue and eate this Leeke. 

Gower. Enouf(h Oaptaine, 
You haue aftouifhl him, it is enough. 

Fletvef. Ai'tonifht him. 
By lei'u. He beate his head foure dayes 
And foure nights too, but He make him 
Kate fome part of my Leeke. 

Fist. Well muft I bite? 

Flew. I out of queftion, or doubt, or ambiguities, 
You mul't bite. 

He makes Ancient Pijloll bite of the Leeke. 

Pijlol. Good, good. 

Flewellen. I Leekes are good, ancient Pijloll. [Gi 

Looko you now, tliere is a filling for you 
To heale your bloody coxcombe. 

Pijl. Me a fhilling. 

Flew. If you will not take it, 
1 haue another Leeke for you. 
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Flu. Yes certainly . and out of doubt and out of que- 
ftion too, and ambiguities. 
60 Pi/l. By this Leeke, 1 will nioft horribly reuenge I 
e:ite and eate I fweare. 

Flu. Kate 1 pray you, will you haue fome more fauce 
to your Leeke: there is not enough Leeke to fv^eare by. 
Pift. Quiet thy Cn<lirel!. thou doft fee 1 eate. 
Flu. Much good do you Icald knaue, heartily. Nay, 
pr.iy you throw none away, the skinne is good for your 
luoken Coxcombe; when you take occafions to fee 
Leekes heereafter, I pray you mocke at'em, that is all. 
60 Pi ft. (iood. 

Flu. 1, Leekes is good: hold you, there is a groat to 
heale your pate. 
Pi/t. Me a groat? 

Flu Yes verily, and in truth you fhall take it, or I haue 
another Leeke in my pocket, which you fhall eate. 

12 
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V. i. 

put. I take thy fhilling in earneft of reconing. 

Flew, If I owe you any thing, ile pay you in cudgels, 

Tou fhalbe a wood monger, 
70 And by cudgels, God bwy you, 

Antient Pistoll, God bleffe you. 

And heale your broken pate. 

Antient PistoU, if you fee Leekes an other time, 

Mocke at them, that is all: God bwy you. 

Exit Fltwellen. 
Fiji, All hell fhall ftir for this. 

Doth Fortune play the hufwye with me now? 

Is honour cudgeld from my warlike lines? 

Well France farwell, newes haue I certainly 

That Doll is ficke. One mallydie of France^ 

The warres affordeth nought, home will I trug. 
90 Bawd will I turne, and vfe the flyte of hand : 

To England will I fteale, 

And there Ile fteale. 

And patches will I get vnto thefe skarres. 

And fweare I gat them in the Gallia warres. 

Exit Pijloll, 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Fiji. I take thy groat in earneft of reuenge. 

Flu, If I owe you any thing, I will pay you in Cud- 
gels, you Ihall be a Woodmonger, and buy nothing of 
70 me but cudgels: God bu'y you, and keepe you, & heale 
your pate. Exit 

Fiji, All hell fhall ftirre for this. 

Gow. Go, go, you are a counterfeit cowardly Knaue, 
will you mocke at an ancient Tradition began vppon an 
honourable refpect, and worne as a memorable Trophee 
of predeceafed valor, and dare not auouch in your deeds 
any of your words. I haue feene you gleeking & galling 
at this Gentleman twice or thrice. You thought, becaufe 
80 he could not fpeake Englifh in the natiue garb, he could 
not therefore handle an Englifh Cudgell: you finde it o- 
therwife, and henceforth let a Welfh correction, teach 
you a good Englifh condition, fare ye well. Exit. 

Fiji. Doeth fortune play the hufwife with me now? 
Newes haue I that my DoU is dead i'th Spittle of a mala- 
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V^. i. 

Pist. I take thy fhilling in earneft of reckoning. 

Flew. If I owe you any thing, 
I will pay you in Cudgelles: 
You fhall be a Wood-monger, 
70 And buy Cudgels. And fo God be with you 
Ancient Piftoll, God pleffe you, 
And heale your broken pate. 
Ancient PistolL if you fee Leekes another time, 
Mocke at them, that is all: God bwy you. 

Exit Flewellen, 

Pist, All hell fhall ftirre for this. 
Doth Fortune play the hufwife with me now? 
Is honour cudgeld from my warlike loynes? 
Well France farewell, newes haue I certainly 
That Doll is licke. One malady of France 
The warres aflfoordeth nought, home will I trug, 
W Baud will I turne, and vfe the flight of hand : 
To England will 1 fteale. 
And there He fteale: 

And patches will I get vnto thefe fcarres, 
And fweare I gat them in the Gallia warres. 

Exit PiftoU 
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dy of France, and there my rendeuous is quite cut off: 
Old I do waxe, and from my wearie limbes honour is 
90 Cudgeld. Well, Baud He turne, and fomething leane to 
Cut-purfe of quicke hand: To England will I fteale, and 
there He fteale: 

And patches will I ge\ vnto thefe cudgeld fcarres, 
And fwore I got them in the Gallia warres. Exit. 
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V.ii. 

Enter at one doore^ the King of Engl and and his Lords, And at 
the other doore, the King [of France, Queene Katherine, the 
Duke' of Burbon, and others. 



Harry, Peace to this meeting, wherefore we are met. 

And to our brother France^ Faire time of day. [Gi 

Faire health .vnto our louely coufen Katherine. 
And as a branch, and member of this ftock: 
7 We do falute you Duke of Burgondie, 

Fran, Brother of England, right ioyous are we to heboid 
Your face, fo are we Princes Englifh euery one. 

Duk, With pardon vnto both your mightines. 
32 Let it notTdifpIeafe you, if I demaund 

What rub or bar hath thus far hindred you, 
To keepe you from the gentle fpeech of peace? 
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V.ii. Enter at one doore. King Henry, Exeter, Bedford, Warwicke, 

and other Lords. At another, Queene Ifahel, < 

the King, the Duke of Bourgongne, and 
other French. 
King. Peace to this meeting, wherefore we are met; 
Vnto our brother France, and to our Sifter 
Health and faire time of day: loy and good wiihes 
To^our moft faire and Princely Cofine Katherine: 
And as a branch and member of this Royalty, 
By whom this great affembly is contriu'd, 
We-'do falute you Duke of Burgogne, 
And Princes French and Peeres health to you all. 
Fra. Riglit ioyous are we to behold your face, 
10 Moft worthy brother England, fairely met, 
So are you Princes (Englifh) euery one. 

Quee. So happy be the Iffue brother Ireland [92^ 

Of this good day, and of this gracious meeting, 
As we are now glad to behold your eyes. 
Your eyes which hitherto haue borne 

In them againft the French that met them in their bent, 
The fatall Balls of murthering Bafiliskes: 
The venorae of fuch Lookes we fairely hope 
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V.ii. 

Enter at one doore, the King of England and his 

Lords, 

And at the other doore^ the Ring of France, Queene 

Katherine, the Duke of Burbon, 

and others, 

Harry. Peace to this meetiDg, [Gi* 

Wherefore we are met. 

And to our brother France, faire time of day. 
Faire health vnto our louely coufin Katherine, 
And as a branch, and member of this ftocke, 
7 We do falute you, Duke of Burgundy. 
Fran. Brother of England, 
Right ioyous are we to behold your face. 
So are we Princes Englifh euery one. 

Duke, With pardon vnto your mightinerfe: 
32 Let it not difpleafe you, if I demaund 

What rub or barre hath thus farre hindred you 
To keepe you from the gentle Ipeech of peace? 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Haue loft their qualitie, and that this day 
20 Shall change all griefes and quarrels into loue. 

Eng. To cry Amen to that, thus we appeare. 

Quee. You Englifh Princes all, I doe falute you. 

Burg, My dutie to you both, on equall loue. 
Great Kings of France and England: that I haue labour'd 
With all my wits, my paines, and ftrong endeuors, 
To bring your moft Imperiall Maiefties 
Vnto this Barre, and Royall enterview; 
Your Mightineffe on both parts beft can witneffe. 
Since then my Office hath fo farre preuayl'd, 
30 That Face to Face, and Royall Eye to Eye, 
You haue congreeted: let it not difgrace me. 
If 1 demand before this Royall view. 
What Rub, or what Impediment there is. 
Why that the naked, poore, and mangled Peace, 
Deare Nourfe of Arts, Plentyes,'^and ioyfUll Births, 
Should not^in this beft Garden _*of theJWorld, 
Our fertile France, put vp her louely Vifage? 
Alas, fhee hath from France too long been chas'd, 
And all her Husbandry doth lye on heapes, 
io Corrupting in it owne fertilitie, 
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V.ii. 

68 Har. If Duke of Burgondy, you wold haue peace, 

You muft buy that peace. 

According as we haue drawne our articles. 
77 Fran, We haue but with a curfenary eye, 

Oreviewd them : pleafeth your Grace, 

To let fome of your Counlell fit with vs, 
8-2 We fhall returne our peremptory aniwere. 
Har, Go Lords, and fit with them, 

And bring vs anfwere backe. 
96 Yet leaue our coufen Kaiherine here behind. 
France. Withall our hearts. 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
Her Vine, the merry chearer of the heart, 
Vnpruned, dyes: her Hedges euen pleach'd. 
Like Prifoners wildly ouer-growne with hayre. 
Put forth diforder'd Twigs: her fallow Leas, 
The Darnell, Hemlock, and ranke Femetary, 
Doth root vpon; while that the Culter rufts. 
That fhould deracinate fuch Sauagery: 
The euen Meade, that erft brought fweetly forth 
The freckled Cowflip, Burnet, and greene Clouer, 

60 Wanting the Sythe, withall vncorrected, ranke; 
Conceiues by idleneffe, and nothing teemes. 
But hatefull Docks, rough Thiftles, Kekfyes, Burres, 
Loofing both beautie and vtilitie; 
And all our Vineyards, Fallowes, Meades, and Hedges, 
Defectiue in their natures, grow to wildneffe. 
Euen fo our Houfes, and our felues, and Children, 
Haue loft, or doe not learne, for want of time. 
The Sciences that fhould become our Countrey; 
But grow like Sauages, as Souldiers will, 

60 That nothing doe, but meditate on Blood, 

To Swearing, and fterne Lookes, defus'd Attyre, 
And euery thing that leemes vnnaturall. 
Which to reduce into our former fauour. 
You are aflembled: and my fpeech entreats. 
That I may know the Let, why gentle Peace 
Should not expell thele inconueniences. 
And bleffe vs with her former qualities. 

Eng, If Duke of Burgonie,>you would the Peace, 
Whofe want giues growth to th'imperfectious 
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V.ii. 

68 Har. If Duke of Burgundy you would haue peace, 
You muft buy that peace, 
According as we haue drawne our Articles. 
77 Fran. We haue but with a curforary eye 
Ore-view'd them; pleafeth your Grace, 
To let fome of your Counfell fit with vs, 
82 We fhall returne our peremptory anfwer. 
Har. Go Lords, and lit with them, 
And bring vs anfwer. backe. 
96 yet leaue our coufen Katherine heere behind. 
Fran. Withall our hearts. 

Exit French King and the Lords. 
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70 Which you haue cited; you muft buy that Peace 
With full accord to all our iuft demands, 
Whofe Tenures and particular eifects 
You haue enfchedul'd briefely in your hands. 

Burg. The King hath heard them: to the which, as yet 
There is no Anfwer made. 

Eng. Well then: the Peace which you before fo vrg'd, 
Lyes in his Anfwer. 

France. I haue but with a curfelarie eye [93 » 

OVe-glanc't the Articles: Pleafeth your Grace 
To appoint fome of your Councell prefently 
80 To fit with vs once more, with better heed 
To re-furuey them; we will fuddenly 
Paffe our accept and peremptorie Anfwer. 

England. Brother we fhall. Goe Vnckle Exeter., 
And Brother Clarence, and you Brother Gloucejler, 
Warwick, and Huntington, goe with the King, 
And take with you free power, to ratifie, 
Augment, or alter, as your Wifdomes beft 
Shall fee aduantageable for our Dignitie, 
Any thing in or out of our Demands, 
90 And wee'le configne thereto. Will you, faire Sifter, 
Goe with the Princes, or ftay here with vs ? 

Quee. Our gracious Brother, I will goe with them : 
Happily a Womans Voyce may doe fome good. 
When Articles too nicely vrg'd, be ftood on. 

England. Yet leaue our Coufin Katherine here with vs, 
She is our capitall Demand, compris'd 
Within the fore-ranke of our Articles. 

Quee, She hath good leaue. Exeimt omnes. 
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V. ii. 

Exit King and the Lords. Manet, Hrry, Kathe- 
rine, and the Gentlewoman. 
Hate. Now Kate, you haue a blunt wooer here 

Left with you. 
142 If I could win thee at leapfrog. 

Or with vawting with my armour on my backe. 

Into my fad die. 

Without brag be it fpoken, 

Ide make compare with any. 

But leauing that Kate, 

If thou takeft me now, 

Thou fhalt haue me at the worft: 
260 And in wearing, thou fhalt haue me better and better, [(;,» 

164 Thou fhalt haue a face that is not worth fun-burnin«,'. 

But dooft thou thinke, that thou and I, 

Betweene Saint Denis, 

And Saint George, fhall get a boy. 

That fhall goe to Constantinople, 

And take the great Turke by the beard, ha Kate'^ 

The Life of Henry the Fift (F.). 
Manet King and Katherine. 
King. Faire Katherine, and moft faire. 
Will you vouchfafe to teach a Souldier tearmes, 
100 Such as will enter at a Ladyes eare, 

And pleade his Loue-fuit to her gentle heart. 

Kath. Your Maieftie fhall mock at me, I cannot fpeake 
your England. 

King. faire Katherine, if you will loue me foundly 
with your French heart, I will be glad to heare you con- 
felfe it brokenly with your Knglifh Tongue. Doe you 
like me, Kate? 
Kath. Pardonne moy , I cannot tell wat is like me. 
110 King. An Angell is like you Kate, and you are like an 
Angell. 
Kath. Que dit il que le fuis femhlahle a les Anges ? 
Lady. Ouy verayment (fauf voftre Grace) ainfi dit il. 
King. I faid fo, deare Katherine, and I muft not blulTi 
to affirme'it. 

Kath. bon Dieu, les langues des homtttes font plein de 
tromperies. 
I2e King. What (ayes fhe, faire one? that the tongues of 
men are full of deceits ? 
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V.ii. 

Manef, king Henry, Katherine, and the 
Gentlewoman. 
Bar. Now Kate, 

You haue a blunt wooer heere left with you. 
H2 If I could winoe thee at Leape-frog, 

Or with vautine with my armour on my backe 

Into my faddle, 

Without bragge be it fpoken, 

Ide make compare with any. 

But leaning that Kate, [G« 

If thou takeft me now, 

Thou fhalt haue me at the worft, 
260 And in wearing thou fhalt haue me better and better, 
164 Thou fhalt haue a face that is not worth fun-burning. 

But doeft thou thinke, that thou and I, 

Betweene Saint Denis and Saint George, 

Shall get a boy, that fhall go to Conftantinople, 



And take the great Turke by the beard? 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 

Lady. Ouy, dat de tongeus of de mans is be full of de- 
ceits: dat is de Princeffe. 

King. The Princeffe is the better Engli fh -woman : 
yfaith Kate, my wooing is fit for thy vnderftanding, I am 
••lad thou canft fpeake no better Englifh , for if thou 
could'ft, thou would'ft finde me fuch a plaine King, that 
thou wouldft thinke, I had fold my Farme to buy my 
130 Crowne. 1 know no wayes to mince it in loue, but di- 
rectly to fay , I louo you ; then if you vrge me farther, 
then to fay. Doe you in faith? I weare out my fuite : Giue 
me your anfwer, yfaith doe, and fo clap hands, and a bar- 
gaine : how fay you, Lady .? 

Kath. Sauf vo/tre honeur, me vnderftand well. 
King. Marry, if you would put me to Verfes, or to 
Dance for your fake, Kate, why you vndid me: for the one 
I haue neither words nor meafure: and for the other, I 
UQ haue no ftrength in meafure, yet a reafonable meafure in 
ftrength. If I could winne a Lady at Leape-frogge , or by 
vawting into my Saddle, with my Armour on my backe; 
vnder the correction of bragging be it fpoken, I fhould 
quickly leape into a Wife: Or if I might buffet for my 
Loue, or bound my Horfe for her fauours, I could lay on [93 ^ 
like a Butcher, and fit like a lack ^n Apes, neuer off. But 
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V.ii. 

Kate. Is it poffible dat me fall 

Loue de enemie de France. 
180 Harry. No Kate, tis vnpoffible 

You fhould loue the enemie of France: 

For Kate^ I loue France fo well, 

That He not leaue a Village, 

He haue it all mine: then Kate^ 

When France is mine, 

And I am yours, 

Then France is yours, 

And you are mine. 
Kate. I cannot tell what is dat. 
Harry. No Kate, 

Why He tell it you in French, 

Which will hang vpon my tongue, like a bride 

On her new married Husband, 
194 Let me fee. Saint Dennis be my fpeed. 

Quan France et mon. 
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before God Kate, I cannot looke greenely, nor gafpe out 
my eloquence, nor 1 haue no cunning in proteftation : 

150 onely downe-right Oathes, which I neuer vfe till vrg'd, 
nor neuer breake for vrging. If thou canft loue a fellow 
of this temper, Kate, whofe face is not worth Sunne-bur- 
ning? that neuer lookes in his Glaffe, for loue] of [any 
thing he fees there? let thine Eye be thy Cooke. I fpeake 
to thee plaiiie Souldier: If thou canft loue me for this, 
take me? if not? to fay to thee that I fhall dye, is true; but 
for thy loue, by the L. No: yet I loue thee too. And 
while thou liu'ft, idesire* Kate , take a fellow of plaine and 

160 vncoyned Gonftancie, for he perforce muft do thee right, 
becaufe he hath not the gift to wooe in other places: for 
thefe fellowes of infinit tongue, that can ryme themlelues 
into Ladyes fauours , they doe alwayes reafon themfelues 
out againe. What.? a fpeaker is but a prater, a llyme is 
but a Ballad ; a good Legge will fall , a ftrait Backe will 
ftoope, a blacke Beard will turne white, a curl'd Pate will 
grow bald, a faire Face will wither, a full Eye will wax 

170 hollow: but a good Heart, Kate, is the Sunne and the 

Moone, or rather the Sunne, and not the Moone; for it 

fhines bright, and neuer changes, but keepes his courfe 

• truly. If thou would haue fuch a one, take me? and 
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V.ii. 

Ha, Kate. 

Kate. Is it poffible dat me fall 

Loue de enemy de France. 
180 Harry. No Kate^ 

It is vnpoffible you fhould loue the enemy of France; 

For Kate I loue France fo well, 

That He not leaue a village, 

lie haue it all mine. Then Kate, 

When France is mine. 

And I am yours: 

Then France is yours, 

And you are mine. 
Kate. I cannot tell what is dat. 
Harry. No Kate, 

Why He tell you in French, 

Which will hang vpon my tongue, like a bride 

On her new married husband. 
194 Let me fee. Saint Dennis be my fpeede. 

Quan France <fe mon. 
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take me; take a Souldier: take a Souldier; take a King. 
And what fay'ft thou then to my Loue? fpeake my faire, 
and fairely, I pray thee. 

Kath. Is it poffible dat I fould loue de ennemie of 
Fraunce ? 
ISO King. No, it is not poffible you fhould loue the Ene- 
mie of France, Kate\ but in louing me, you fhould loue 
the Friend of Franco : for I loue France fo well , that I 
will not part with a Village of it; I will haue it all mine : 
and Kate^ when France is mine, and I am yours ; then yours 
is France, and you are mine. 

Kath. I cannot tell wat is dat. 

King. No, Kate? I will tell thee in French, which I am 
fure will hang vpon my tongue, like a new-married Wife 
190 about her Husbands Necke, hardly to be fhooke off; le 
quandfur le poffefjion de Fraunce^ dSrquand vous aues le pof- 
feffion de moy. (Let mee fee, what then ? Saint Dennis bee 
my fpeede) Done voftre eft Fraunce^ dt vous eftes mienne. 
It is as eafie for me, Kate, to conquer the Kingdome, as to 
fpeake fo much more French: I fhall neuer moue thee in 
French, vnleffe it be to laugh at me. 
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/.ii. 

Kate. Dat is, when France is yours. 
Harry. Et voiis ettes ainoy. 
Kate. And I am to you. 
Harry. Douck France ettes a vous: 
ifo^tf. Den France fall be mine. 
Harry. Et le fuyues a vous. 
Kate. And you will be to me. 
Har. Wilt beleeue me Kate? tis eafier for me 
195 To conquer the king^dome, the to fpeak fo much 

More French 
233 Kate. A your Maiefty has falfe France inouf(h [G« 

To deceiue de beft Lady in France. 

Harry. No faith KaU not I. But Kate, 
In plaine terraes, do you loue me? 

ILate. I cannot tell. 
208 Harry. No, can any of your neighbours tell? 
He aske them. 

Come Ko/«, I know you loue me. 



The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
Kath. Sauf vojlre honeur, le Francois ques vous parleis, il 
200 (^ melieus que VAnglois le quel le parte. 

King. No faith is'f'^not, Kate: but thy fpeaking of 
ray Tongue, and I thine, moft truely falfely , muft 
nccdes be graunted to be much at one. But Kate ^ doo'ft 
thou vnderltand thus much Engl if h .^ Canft thou loue 
mee? 

Kath. 1 cannot tell. 

King. Can any of your Neighbours tell, Kate? lie 
aske them. Come, I know thou loueft me: and at night, 
210 when you come into your Clofet, you'ie queftion this 
(Gentlewoman about me; and 1 know, Kate ^ you will to 
her difprayfe thofe parts in me, that you loue with your 
heart: but good Kate, mocke me mercifully, the rather 
gentle Princefle, becaufe 1 loue thee cruelly. If euer thou 
beeft mine, Kate, as 1 haue a fauing Faith within me tells 
me thou fhalt; I get thee with skambling, and thou 
muft therefore needes proue a good Souldier-breeder: 
8hall not thou and I , betweene Saint Dennis and Saint 
220 George, compound a Boy, halfe French halfe Englifh, 

that fhall goe to Conftantinople , and take the Turke^by [94« 
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V.ii. 

K(xte. Dat is, when France is yours. 

Harry. Et vous ettes amoy. 

Kate. And I am to you. 

Harry. Douck France ettes a vous. 

Kate. Den France fall be mine. 

Harry. Et ie fuyues a vous. 

Kate. And you will be to me. 

Har. Wilt beleeue me Kate? Tis eafier for me 
195 To conquer the kingdome, [Ga* 

Then to fpeake fo much more French. 
233 KcUe. A your Maiefty 

Has falfe France enough, to deceiue 
De beft Lady in France. 

Harry. No faith Kate not I. 
But Kate prethee tell me in plaine tearmes, 
Doft thou loue me? 

Kate. I cannot tell. 
208 Harry. No; Can of any your Neighbours tel, 
He aske them. 
Come Kate, I know you loue me. 
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the Beard. Shall wee not? what fay'ft thou, my faire 
Flower-de-Luce. 

Kate. I doe not know dat. 

King. No : 'tis hereafter to know , but now to promife ; 
doe but now promife KcUe, you will endeauour for your 
French part of fuch a Boy; and for my Englifh nioytie, 
230 talie the Word of a King, and a Batcholer. How anfwer 
you. La plus belle Katherine du monde mon trefcher dt deuin 
deeffe. 

Kath. Your Maieftee aue faufe Frenche enough to 
deceiue de moftffage DamoifeilTdat is en Fraunce. 

King. Now fye vpon my falfe French : by mine Honor 
in true Englifh, I loue thee Kate\ by which Honor, I dare 
not fweare thou louelt me, yet my blood begins to flat- 
240 ter me, that tliou doo'ft; notwithltanding the poore and 
vntempering eflfect of my Vifago. Now befhrew my 
Fathers Ambition, hee was thinking of Ciuill Warres 
when hee got me , therefore was I created with a ftub- 
borne out-fide, with an afpect of Iron, that when I come 
to wooe Ladyes, I fright them: but in faith Kale, the el- 
der I wax, the better I fhall appeare. My comfort is, that 
Old Age, that ill layer vp of Beautie, can doe no more 
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V. ii. 

And foone when you are in your cloffet, 
211 Youle queftion this Lady of me. 

But I pray thee Iweete Kate, vfe me mercifully, 

Becaufe I loue thee cruelly. 

That I Ihall dye Kate, is lure : 

But for thy loue, by the Lord neuer. 

What Wench, 

A Itraight backj will growe crooked. 

A round eye will growe hoilowe. 

A great leg will waxe fmall, 

A curld pate proue balde: 

But a good heart Kate, is the fun and the moone, 

And rather the Sun and not the Moone : 

And therefore Kate take me, 

Take a fouldier; take a fouldier. 

Take a King. 
252 Therefore tell me Kate, wilt thou haue me? 
266 Kate. Dat is as pleafe the King my father. 
Harry, Nay it will pleafe him: 

Nay it Ihall pleafe him Kate. 

And vpon that condition Kate lie kiffe you. 
Ka. mon du le ne voudroy faire quelke cholfe 

Pour toute le monde, 

Ce ne poynt votree fachion en fouor. 
Harry. What laies fhe Lady? 
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fpoyle vpon my Face. Thou haft me, if thou haft me, at 

260 the worft; and thou fhalt weare me, if thou weare me, 
better and better: and therefore tell me, moft faire Ka- 
therine, will you haue me? Put off your Maiden Blufhes, 
auouch the Thoughts of your Heart with the Lookes of 
an Empreffe , take me by the Hand , and fay , Harry of 
England, I am thine: which Word thou fhalt no fooner 
bleffe mine Eare withall, but I will tell thee alowd, Eng- 
land is thine, Ireland is thine, France is thine, and Henry 
Hantaginet is thine; who, though I fpeake it before his 

260 Face, if he be not Fellow with the beft King, thou fhalt 
iinde the befr King of Good-fellowes. Come your An- 
fwer in broken Mufick ; for thy Voyce is Mufick, and 
thy Englifh broken: Therefore Queene of all, Katherine, 
breake thy minde to me in broken Englifh; wilt thou 
haue me? 
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V.ii. 

And foone when you are in your Cloffet, 
211 Youle queltion this Lady of me; 

But I pray thee fweet Kate, vfe me mercifully, 
Becaufe I loue thee cruelly. 
That I fhall dye Kale, is fure: 
But for thy loue by the Lord neuer. 
What wench. 

A ftraight backe will grow crooked, 
A round eye will grow hollow, 
A great legge will waxe fraall, 
A curld pate prooue bald: 

But a good heart Kate is the Sun and the Moon, 
And rather the Sun and not the Moone: 
And therefore Kate take me, 
Take a fouldier, take a fouldier, 
Take a king: 
262 Therefore tell me Kate, wilt thou haue mee? 
266 Kate. Dat is as pleafe de king my Father. 

Harry. Nay it will pleafe him. 
Nay it fhall pleafe him Kate, 
And vpon that condition Kate ile kiffe thee. 

Ka. mon du ie ne voudroy faire quelk choffe 
Pour toute le monde, 
Ce ne poynt votree fachion en fauor. 

Harry. What fayes fhe Lady.^ [Gs 
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Kath. Dat is as it fhall pleafe de Roy mon pere. 

King. Nay, it will pleafe him well, Kate; it fhall pleafe 
him, Kate. 
270 Kath. Den it fall alfo content me. 

King. Vpon that I kiffe your Hand, and I call you my 
Queene. 

Kath. Laiffe mon Seigneur^ laiffe, Ictiff^-, may foy: Ie ne 
veus point que vous ahhaiffe voftre grandeus^ en baifant le 
main d'une nostre Seigneur indignie feruiteur excufe moy. Ie 
votis fupplie mon trej-puiffant Seigneur. 

King. Then I will kiffe your Lippes, Kate. 
280 Kath. Les Dames dt Damoifels pour eftre baifee deuant 
leur nopceje il net pas le cojlume de Fraunce. 

King. Madame, my Interpreter, what fayes fhee? 
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V.ii. 

284 Lady. Dat it is not de fafion en France^ 

For de maides, before da be married to 

May foy ie oblye, what is to balfie? [Gi 

Kar, To kis, to kis. that tis not the 

Fafhion in Frannce^ for the maydes to kis 

l^efore they are married. 
292 Lady, Owye fee votree grace. 

Kar. Well, weele breake that cuftome. 

Therefore Kate patience perforce and yeeld. 
301 Before God Kate^ you haue witchcraft 

In your kilfes; 

And may perlwade with me more, 
304 Then all the French Councell. 

Your father is returned. 

Enter the King of France^ and 
the Lordes. 

369 How now my Lords? 

France. Brother of England, 
We haue orered the Articles, 
And haue a<'reed to all that we in fedule had. 
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Lady. Dat it is not be de fafhon pour le Ladies of 
Fraunce; 1 cannot tell wat is buiffe en Anglifh. 

King. To kiffe. 

Lady. Your Maieftee entendre bettre que moy. 

King. It is not a fafhion for the Maids in Fraunce to 
kifle before they are marry ed, would fhe fay ? 
290 Lady. Guy verayment. 

King. Kate, nice Cuftomes curfie to great Kings. 
Deare Kate, you and I cannot bee confin'd within the 
weake Lyft of a Gountreyes fafhion: wee are the ma- 
kers of Manners, Kate; and the libertie that followes 
our Places, ftoppes the mouth of all finde-faults, as I 
will doe yours, for vpholding the nice fafhion of your 
Countrey, in denying me a Kiffe: therefore patiently, [94* 
and yeelding. You haue Witch-craft in your Lippes, 
300 Kate: there is more eloquence in a Sugar touch of 
them, then in the Tongues of the French Councell; and 
they fhould fooner perfwade Harry of England , then a 
generall Petition of Monarchs. Heere comes your 
Father. 
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284 Lady. Dat it is not de fafion in France 
For de maides, J)efor da bo married to 
. May foy ie oblye, what is to balfie ? 
Har. To kilTe, to kiffe. 
that tis not the fafhion in France 
For the maids to kifle before they aro married. 
292 Lady. Owye fee votree f^race. 

Har. Well, weel breake that cuftome. 
Therefore Kate patience perforce and yoelde. 
:<oi Before God Kate you haue witchcraft 
In your kiffes: 

And may perfwade with me more 
:{04 Then all the French Councell. 
Your father is returned. 

Enter the Kings of France, and the 
Lordes. 

359 How now my Lords ? 

Fran. Brother of Enfj[land, 
We liaue ordered the Articles, 
And haue agreed to all that we in fedule had. 
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Enter the French Pouter, and the Englifh 
Lords. 
Bunj. (iod faue your Maieftio , my Royall Coufin, 
toach you our Princeffe En^flifh ? 

King. I would haue her learne, my faire Coufin, how 
perfectly I loue her, and that is good Knglifh. 
310 Burfj. Is fhee not apt? 

King. Our Tongue is rough, Coze, and my Conditi- 
on is not fmooth : fo that hauing neyther the Voyce nor 
the Heart of Flatterie about me, I cannot fo coniure vp 
the Spirit of Louo in her, that bee will appeare in his true 
likeneffe. 

Burg. Pardon the frankneffe of my mirth , if I anfwer 
you for that. If you would coniure in her, you muft 
make a Circle: if coniure vp Loue in her in his true 
likoneff«s bee muft appeare naked, and blinde. Can you 
320 blame her then, being a Maid, yet ros'd ouer with the 
Virgin Crimfon of Modeftie, if fhee deny the apparance 
of a naked Minde Boy in her naked feeing felfe? It were 
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Exe. Only he hath not fubfcribed this, 
864 Where your maieftie demaunds, 

That the king of France hauing any occafion 

To write for matter of graunt, 

Shall name your highnelfe, in this forme: 

And with this addition in French. 

Nostre trefher filz, Henry Roy D*angl(Uerre^ 

E heare de France. And thus in Latin: 

Predariffimua fUim nofter Henricus Rex Anglie, 

Et heres Francie. 

Fran. Nor this haue we fo nicely ftood vpon, 

But you faire brother may intreat the fame. 
Har, Why then let this among the reft, 

Haue his full courfe: And withall, 
375 Your daughter Katherine in manage. 

The Life of Henry the Fift (Fi). 
(my Lord) a hard Condition for a Maid to configne 
to. 

King, Yet they doe winke and yeeld, as Loue is blind 
and enforces. 

Burg, They are then excus'd, my Lord, when they fee 
not what they doe. 
330 King. Then good ray Lord, teach your Coufin to 
conlent winking. 

Burg. I will winke on her to confent, my Lord, if yon 
will teach her to know my meaning: for Maides well 
Summer'd, and warme kept, are like Flyes at Bartholo- 
mew-tyde, blinde, though they haue their eyes, and then 
they will endure handling, which before would not abide 
looking on. 

King. This Morall tyes me ouer to Time, and a hot 
Summer; and fo I fhall catch the Flye, your Coufin; in 
the latter end, and fhee muft be blinde to. 
340 Burg. As Loue is my Lord, before it loues. 

King. It is fo: and you may, fome of you, thanke 
Loue for my blindnefle, who cannot fee many a faire 
French Citie for one faire French Maid that ftands in my 
way. . 

French King. Yes my Lord, you fee them perfpec- 
tiuely: the Cities turn'd into a Maid: for they are 
all gyrdled with Maiden Walls, that Warre hath en- 
tred. 
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Exe. Onely he hath not fubfcribed this, 
364 Where your Maiefty demands, 

That the King of France hauing any occafion 

To write for matter of grant, 

Shall name your Ilighneffe in this forme: 

And with this addition in French, 

Noftre tre/her fUz, Henry Ray d'Angleterre, 

E heare de France. And thus in Latine: 

Preclariffirmis filius nosier Henricus Rex Anglia, 

Et heres Francice. 

Fran, Nor this haue we fo nicely ftood vpon, 
But you faire brother may intreat the fame. 

Harry. Why then let this among the reft [G«* 

Haue his full courfe: And withall, 
375 Your daughter Katherine in marriage. 
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360 England. Shall Kate be my Wife? 

France. So pleafe you. 

Enffland. I am content, fo the Maiden Cities you 
talke of, may wait on her: fo the Maid that ftood in 
the way for my Wifh, fhall fhew me the way to my 
Will. 

France. Wee haue confented to all tearmes of rea- 
(on. 

England. Is't fo, my Lords of England? 
360 We/t. The Kin*,' hath graunted euery Article: 
His Daughter firft; aud in fequele, all. 
According to their firme propofed natures. 

Exet. Onely he hath not yet fubfcribed this: [95« 

Where your Maieftie demands. That the King of France 
huuing any occafion to write for matter of Graunt, fhall 
name your Highneffe in this forme, and with this additi- 
on, in French : No/ire trefcher filz Henry Roy d*Angleterre 
Heretere de Fraunce: and thus in Latine; Prceclariffimus 
370 Filius nofter Henricus Rex Anglian d; Heres Francice. 

France. Nor this I haue not Brother fo deny'd. 
But your requeft fhall make me let it paffe. 

England. I pray you then, in loue and deare allyance, 
Let that one Article ranke with the reft. 
And thereupon giue me your Daughter. 
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Enter Chorus, 
Thus farre with rough, and all-vDable Pen, 
Our bending Author hath purfuM the Story, 
In little roome confining mightie men. 
Mangling by Itarts the full courfe of their glory. 
Small time: but in that fmall, moft greatly lined 
This Starre of England. Fortune made his Sword; 
By which, the Worlds beft Garden he atchieued : 
And of it left his Sonne Imperial I Lord. 
Henry the Sixt, in Infant Bands crown'd King 
10 Of France and England, did this King fucceed : 
Whofe State fo many had the managing. 
That they loft France, and made his England bleed: 
Which oft our Stage hath fhowne; and for their fake. 
In your faire minds let this acceptance take. 
FINIS. 



